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O triſte plane acerbumque funus! O morte ipſa mortis tem- 
pus indignius! Jam deſtinata erat egregio juveni, jam 
electus nuptiarum dies; quod gaudium, quo mœrore mu- 
tatum elt ! PLIN. Epiſt. 


Vol. II. A 


NR O l. 0% 


By a FRIEND. 


Spoken by Mr BooTH. 


LONG have you ſi en the Greek and Roman name, 
 Affiſted bythe muſe, renew their fame: 
While yet unſung thoſe heroes ſleep, from whom 
Greece form'd her Plates, and her Cuſars Rome. 
Such, Egypt, were thy ſons! divinely great - 
In arts, and arms, in wiſdom, and in ſiate: 
Her early monarchs gave ſuch lories birth, 
Their ruint are the wonders of the earth. 
Structures /o vaſt by theſe great kings de/ign'd, 
Are but faint ſketches of their boundleſs ind: 
Tet ner has Albion's ſcene, thy" long renown'd, 
With the /lern tyrants of the Nile been crown'd.. 
The tragic muſe in grandeur ſhou'd excel, 
Her figure blazes, pos. her numbers ſauell. 
T he proude/t monarch of the proudeftage, 
| From Egypt comes ts tread the Britiſh ſtage : 
Old Flgmer's heroes modern are, to thoſe” 
Whom this night's venerable ſcenes diſcly/?, 
Here pomp and ſplendor ors but to prepare: 
Te touch the ſoul is our peculiar care: 
By juſt dijtreſs ſoft pity to impart, - 
And mend your nature, while wwe move your heart. 
Nor woul'd theſe ſcenes in empty words abound, 
Or overlay the ſentiment with ſound : 
Il ben pajſron rages, eloguence is mean ; 
Geſlures and looks bejt ſpeak the moving ſcene. 
Te ſhining fair! when tender woes invite 
To pleaſing anguiſh and ſevere delight, 
By your afiiltion you compute your gain, 
And riſe in 2 as you riſe in pain. 
If then juſt objects of concern are ſhown, 
And your hearts heave with ſeurrows not your owns 
Let nit the generous impulſe be withſtood, 
Strive not with nature, bluſh not to be good: 
Sighs only from a noble temper riſe, 
And lis your virtue favells into your eyes. 
A 2 


Dramatis Per ſonæ. 


BUSIRIS, King of Egypt, Mr Elrington. 
Myxzon, the Prince, Mr Booth. 
N1CANOR, Father of Mandane, Mr Mills, 
ME MNoON, Mr Wilks. 
RAMESES, a Mr Walker, 
SYPHOCEs, ({ Conſpiratore, Mr Thurmond- 
- PHERON,, Mr Williams. 
AULETESsS, a Courtier, Mr W. Mills. 
Myxz1s, Queen of Egypt, Mrs Thurmond. 
MAxpa xk, Mrs Oldfield. 
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SCENE, a Temple at Memphis in Old Egypt. 


. 
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ACT m S'CENE E. 


Euter PHERON a 5YPHOCES. 


SYPHOCES, 
yr glorious ſtructures and immortal deeds 
Enlarge the thought, and ſet our ſouls on fire, 
My tongue has been too cold in Egypt's praiſe, 
The queen of nations, and the boaſt of times, 
Mother of ſcience, and the houſe of gods! 
Scarce can I open wide my lab'ring mind 
To comprehend the vaſt idea, big 
With arts and arms, ſo boundleſs in their fame. 
Pher. Thrice happy land! did not her dreadful king » 
Far-fam'd Buſiris, whom the worid reveres, 
Lay all his ſhining wonders in diſgrace, 
By cruelty and pride. ; 
Syph. By pride indeed; 
He calls himſelf the proud, and glories in it, 
Nor would exchange for Jupiter's Almighty. 
Have we not ſeen him ſhake his ſilver reins | | 
O'er harneſy'd monarchs to his chariot yok d? 1 
In ſullen majeſty they ſtalk along, 9 
With eyes of indignation and deſpair, ; . 
While he aloft diſplays his impious ſtate, | 
With half their rifled kingdoms o'er his brow, 1 
Blazing to heav'n in diamonds and gold. | 
Pher. Nor leſs the tyrant's cruelty than pride; 
His horrid altars ſtream with human blood, 
And piety is murder in his hands. [A great ſhout. 
Syph. There roſe the voice of twice two hundred 
thouſand, 
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And broke the clouds, and clear'd the face of day; 
The king, who from his temple's airy height, 
With heart dilated, that great work ſurveys, 
Which ſhall proclaim what can be done by man, 
Has ſtruck his purple ſtreamer, and deſcends. 

Pher. Twice ten long years have ſeen that haughty 
Which nations with united toil advance, (pile, 
Gain on the ſkies, and labour up to heaven. 

Syph. The * proſt rate fall, or diſappear. 

[ Exeunt, 


Enter Bus1R1s, atterded. 


Baſ. This ancient city, Memphis the renown'd, 
Almoſt coeval with the ſan himſelf, 
And boaſting ſtrength ſcarce ſooner to decay, 
How wanton fits ſhe amid nature's ſmiles; 
Nor from her higheſt turret has to view, 
But golden landſcapes and luxuriant ſcenes; 
A waſte of wealth, the ſtore houſe of the world! 
| Here, fruitful vales far-ſtretching fly the ſight ; 
There, ſails unnumber'd whiten all the ſtream; 
While from the banks full twenty thouſand cities 
Survey their pride, and ſee their gilded towers 
Float on the waves, and break againſt the ſhore ; 
To crown, the whole, this rifing pyramid 

[Shows the loi 

1 in air, and ends among the ſtars; 
While every other object ſhrinks beneath 
Its mighty ſhade, and leſſens to the view, 
As kings compar'd with me. 


Euter AuLETES, He falls praſtrate. 


Au. O live for ever, 
Bufiris, firſt of men! 
Buſ. Auletes, riſe. 
Aul. Ambaſſadors from various climes arrive, 
To view your wonders, and to greet your fame; 
Each loaden with the gifts his country yields, 
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KING OF EGYPT. P 
Of which the meaneſt riſe to gold and pearl: | 
The rich Arabian fills his ample vaſe” © | 
- With ſacred incenſe: Ethiopia ſends 
A thouſand courſers, fleeter than the wind; 
And their black riders darken alk the plain: 
Camels and elephants from other realms, 
Bending beneath a weight of luxury, 
Bring the beſt ſeaſons of their various years, 
And leave their monarchs poor. 
Buf. What from the Perfian? © 1 
Al. He bends before your throne, and far outweighs 
The reſt in tribute, and out ſhines in ſtate. 
 Buf. Away! he ſees me not; I know his purpoſe; 
A ſpy upon my greatneſs, and no friend : 
Take his ambaſſador, and ſhew him Egypt; 
In Memphis ſhew him various nations met, 
As in a fea, yet not confin'd in ſpace, 
But fireaming freely thro? the ſpacious ſtreets, 
Which fend forth millions at each brazen gate, 
Whene'er the trumpet calls; high overhead 
On the broad walls the chariots bound along, 
And leave in air a thunder of my on: 
Jove too has pour'd the Nile into my hand, 
The prince of rivers, ocean's eldeſt fon: 
Rich of myſelf, I make the fruitful year, 
Nor aſk precarious plenty from the xy 
Throw all my glories open to his view, 
Then tell him, in return for trifles offer'd, 
I give him this; and when a Perſian arm 
[Gives him a bow. 
Can thus with vigour its reluctance bend, | 
And to the nerve its ſtubborn force ſubdue, 
Then let his maſter think of arms—but bring 
More men than yet e'er pour'd into the field; 
Mean time, thank Heav'n, our tide of conqueſt drives 
A different way, and leaves him ſtill a king: 
This to the Perſian.—I receive the reſt, 
And give the world an anſwer, [Exit Buſiris, 


—— — —— — 
X - . 
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8 EU IK F. 
MawxnDANE, attended by prizfis and ter virgins, 
is ſeen ſacrificing at a diſlance. An hymn to 
- Is1's is ſang: The priefts go cut. b 
MANDANE, attended by her maids, advances. 


Mand. My morning duty to the gods is over "= 
Yet ſtill this terror hangs upon my ſonl, 


And ſaddens every thought -l ſtill behold 


The dreadful image, ſtill the threat'omg ſword .. 
Points at my breaſt, and glitters in mine eye 

But *twas a dream, no more, | My. virgins, leave me: 
And thou, great Ruler of the world, be preſent! 

O kindly ſhine on this important hour! 

This hour determines all my future life, 

And gives it up to miſery or joy... {She advances; 
Theſe lonely walks, this deep and ſolemn gloom, 


Where noon- day ſuns but glimmer to the view, 


This houſe of tears, and manſion of the dead, 
For ever hides him from the hated light, 
And gives him leave to groan. 


Back ſcene draws, and ſhews MEemxoN leaning 
on his father's tomb, 


Was ever ſcene 
So monynfutt If, my lord, the dead alone 
Be all your care, life is no more a bleſſing. 
How cou'd you ſhun me for this diſma] ſhade, 
And ſeck from love a refuge in defpair? 
Mem. Why haſt thou brought thoſe eyes to this ſad 
place, 
Where darkneſs dwells, and grief would figh ſecure 
In welcome horrors and beloved night? 
Thy beauties drive the friendly thades before them, 
And light up day ev'n here. Retire, my love: 
Fach joyful moment I wou'd ſhare with thee, 
My virtuous maid; but I would mourn alone. 
Maud. What have you found in me ſo mean, to hope 
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That, while you ſigh, my heart can be at peace? 
Your ſorrows flow from your Mandane's eyes. 
Mem. O my Mandane! 
Mand. Wherefore turn you from me? 


Have I offended, or are you unkind ? 


Ah me! a light as firange as pitiful! 

From this big heart, o'ercharg'd with gen'rous ſorrow, 

See the tide working upward to his eye, 

And ſtealing from him in large filent drops, 

Without his leave!—Can thoſe tears flow in vain ? 

Mem. Why will you double my diftreſs, and make 

My grief my crime, by diſcompoſing you 

And yet I can't forbear! Alas, my father! 

That name excuſes all; what is not due 

To that great name, w which life or death can pay! 2 
Man. Speak on, and caſe your lab'ring breaſt: it 

And ſinks again; and then it ſwells ſo high, [ſwells, 

It looks as it wou'd break, I know 'tis big 

With ſomething you would utter. Oft in vain 

I have preſum'd to aſk your mournful ſtory ; 

But ever have been anſwer'd with a frown. 
Mem. O my Mandane! did my tale concern 

Myſelf alone, it would not ly conceal'd; 

But 'tis wrapt up in guilt, in royal guilt, 

And therefore *tis unſafe to touch upon it. 

To tell my tale is to blow off the aſhes 

From ſleeping embers, which will riſe in flames 

At the leaſt breath, and ſpread deſtruction round. 

But thou art faithful, and my other felf; 

And, Ol my heart this moment is fo full, 

It burſts with its complaint; and I mult ſpeak. 
Myris, the preſent queen, was only fiſter 

Ot great Artaxes, our late royal lord: 

Bufiris, who now reigns, was firſt of males 

In lineal blood, to which this crown deſcends. 

(Not with long circumſtance to load my ſtory) 

Ambitious Myris fir'd his daring ſoul, 

And turn'd his ſword againſt her brother's life: 
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Then, mounting to the tyrant's bed and throne, 
Enjoy'd her ſhame, and triumph'd in her guilt. 
Mand. So black a ſtory well might ſhun the day. 
Mem. Artaxes' friends (a virtuous multitude) 
Were ſwept away by baniſhment or death, 
In throngs, and ſated the devouring grave. 
My father—Think, Mandane, « on your own, 
And pardon me! +  [Weeps. 
The tyrant took me, then of tender years, 
And rear'd me with his ſon, (a ſon ſince dead.) 
He vainly hop'd, by ſhews of guilty kindneſs, 
To wear away the blackneſs of his crime, 
And reconcile me to my father's fate: 
Hence have I been long forc'd to ſtay my vengeance, 
To ſmoothe my brow with ſmiles, and curb my tongue, 
While the big wo lies throbbing at my heart.— 


Enter PHERON at a diſtance. 


Pfer. So-cloſe! ſo loving! here I ſtand unſeen, 

And watch my rival's fate. [ Afeae.. 
Mem. But thou, my fair, 

Thou art my peace in tumult, life in death, 

Thou yet can't make me blefs'd. 

Mand. As how, my Lord ? 

Mem. Ah! why wilt thou inſult me? 

Mand. Memnon—— 

Mem, Speak. 

Mand. Nature forbids; 100 when I wou's bk 

She ſtifles all my ſpirits, and I faint: 

My heart is breaking, but I cannot ſpeak. 

O let me fly. | 
Mem. You pierce me to the foul. [Holding her, 
and. O! ſpare me for a moment, till my heart 

Regains its wonted force, and I will fpeak— 

Pheron, you know, is daily urgent with me, 

Breaks thro' reſtraints, and will not be refus'd. 

[Pheron Heu. a great concern. 

Yet more; the prince, the young im petuous prince, 


= 
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Before his father ſent him forth to war, 
And gave the Mede to is deſtructive ſword, 
His often taught his tongue a fiſken tale, 
Deſcended from himſelf, and talk'd of love. 


Since laſt i ſaw thee, his licentious paſſion 


Has haunted all my dream 
This day the court ſhines forth in all its luſtre, 
To welcome her returning warrior-home. 
Alas, the malice of our ſtars! 
Mem, To place it 
Beyond the power of fate to part our loves, 
Be this our bridal night, my life — my foul! 
Embrace. 
Pher. Perdition ice them both! and have I lov'd 
So long, to catch her in another's arms! 
Another's arms for ever! O the pang!— 
Heart piercing ſightI— but rage ſhalt take its turn— 
It ſhall be ſo—and let the crime be his 
Who drives me to the black extremity ; 
I fear no farther hell than that 1 feel. Exit. 
Mem. Trembling I grafp thee, and my anxious heart 
Is ſtill in doubt if I may call thee mine. 
O bliſs too great! O painful ecſtaſy! 
I know not what to utter. 
Mand. Ah, my Lord! | 
What means this damp that comes athwart my joy, 


- Chaſtifing thus the lightneſs of my heart !— 


J have a father, and a father, too, 
Tender as Nature ever fram'd—His will 
Should be conſulted, Should I touch b peace, 
I ſhould be wretched in my Memnon's arms. 
Mem. Talk not of wretchedneſs. 
and. Alas! this day 
Firſt gave me birth, and (which is ſtrange to tell) 
The Fates e'er fince, as watching its return, 
Have caught it as it flew, and mark'd it deep 
With ſomething great, extremes of good or ill. 
Mem, Why ſhould we bode misfortunesto our loves? 


——— —— 2 "RG 
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No; I receive thee from the gods, in lieu 

Of all that happineſs they raviſh'd from me; 

Fame, freedom, father, all return in thee. 

Had not the god's Mandane to beſtow, 

They never would have pour'd ſuch vengeance on me; 

They meant me thee, and could not be ſevere. 

Soon as night's favourable ſhades deſcend, 

The holy prieft ſhall join our hands for ever, 

And life ſhall prove but one long bridal-day. _ 

Till then, in ſcenes of pleaſure loſe thy grief, 

Or ſtrike the lute, or ſmile among the flow'rs, 

They'll ſweeter ſmell and fairer bloom for thee 

Alas! I'm torn from this dear tender ſide, 

By weighty reaſons and important calls, 

Nay, ev'n by love itſelf.— l quit thee now, 

But to deſerve thee more. [They embrace. 
-Mand. Your friends are here. [Exit Mand. 
| Mem. Excellent creature! how my ſoul pants for 

But other paſſions now begin their claim; [thee !— 

Doubt, and diſdain, and ſorrow, and revenge, 

With mingling tumult tear up all my breaſt: 

O how unlike the ſoftneſſes of love! 


Enter SYPHOCES.. 


Syphb, Hail, n Memnon. 

Mem. Welcome, my Syphoces. 
And much I hope thou bring'ſ a bleeding heart, 
A heart that bleeds for others miſeries, 


. Bravely regardleſs of its own, tho' great; 


That firſt of characters. 

Syph. And there's a ſecond, 
Not far behind; To reſcue the diſtreſs'd, 
Or die. 

Mem. Yes, die; and viſit thoſe brave men, 
Who, from the firſt of time, have bath'd their hands 
In tyrants' blood, and graſp'd their honeſt ſwords 
As part of their own being, when the cauſe, 


The public cauſe, demanded. O! my friend, 
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How long ſhall Egypt groan in chains? how long 
Shall her ſons fall in heaps withoutid foe? 
No war, plague, famine, nothing but Buſiris, 
His people's father! and the ſtate's defence! 
Yet but a remnant of the land ſurvives; !- 
$yph. What havock have I ſeen? Have we not en 
A multitude become a morning's prey, 
When troubled reſt, or a debauch, has four'd 
The monſter's temper? Then tis inſtant death; 
Then fall the brave and good, like riget'dicorn © | 
Before the ſweeping ſcythe ; not the poor mercy! 
To ſtarve, and pine at leiſure in their chains 
But what freſh hope, that we an Jour ſummons 
To meet you here this morning 
Mem. Know, Syphoces, 
T was on this day my warlike father's blood, 
So often laviſh'd in his cbuntry's cauſe; 1 
And greatly ſold. for-conqueſt and-renown 3 4 6 
*T was on this execrable day it flowwqçe + 
On his own pavement, in a peaceful hour, 
Smok'd in the duſt, and waſh'd a ruffian's leet. 
This guilty day returning rouſes all | 
My'ſmother'd rage, and blows it to a flame. 
Where are our friends ? 
Syph. At hand. Rameſes, 
Laſt night, when gentle reſt o'er nature fpread 
Hier ftill command, and care alone was waking, 
Like a dumb, lonely, diſcontented ghoſt, 
Enter'd my chamber, and approach'd my bed: 
With burſts of paſſion, and a peal of groans, 
He recollects his godlike brother's fate, | 
The drunken banquet, and the midnight murder, 
And urges vengeance on the guilty prince. 
Such was the fellneſs of his boiling rage, | 
Methonght the night grew-darker as he frown'd. 
Mem. I know he bears the prince moſt deadly hate: 
But this will enter deeper in his ſoul, [ Shewws a lettes. 
And rouſe up paſſions, which till now have llept; 
Vol. II. B 
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I have no gilded roof, no gay apartment, 
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Murder will look like innocence to this. 
Syphb. How, Memnon ? 
Mem. This reminds me of thy fate: 
The Queen has courted thee with proffer'd realms, 
And ſought by threats to bend thee to her will! 


j 


She languiſhes, ſhe burns, ſhe waſtes away 


In fruitleſs hopes, and dies upon thy name. 
Syph. O fatal love! which, ſtung by jealouſy, 


Expell'd a life far dearer than my own, 


By curſed poiſon—Ah divine Apame ! 


. And cou'd the murd'reſs hope ſhe ſhou'd inherit 


This heart, and fill thy place within theſe arms? 
But grief ſhall yield Revenge, l'm wholly thine. 
Mem. The tyrant too is wanton in his age, 
He ſhews that all his thoughts are not in blood; 
Love claims its ſhare : he envies poor Rameſes 
The ſoftneſs of his bed; and thinks Amelia 
A miſtreſs worthy of a monarch's arms. 
Sypbh. But ſee, Rameſes comes; a ſullen gloom 
Scowls on his brow, and marks him thro' the duſk. 


Enter RAMEsE 8, PHERON, and other Conſpirators 


Mem. To what, my friends, ſhall Memnon bid you 
welcome ? 
To tombs, and melancholy ſcenes of death? 
have no coſtly banquets, ſuch as ſpread 
Prince Myron's table, when your brother fell. 
[To Rameſes. 


Such as the Queen prepar'd for thee, Syphoces. 
Yet be not diſcontent, my valiant friends, | 
Bubris reigns, and tis not out of ſeaſon 

To look on. aught may mind us of our fate: 


His ſword is ever drawn, and furious Myris 


Thinks the day loſt that is not mark'd with blood. 
Ram, And have we felt a tyrant twenty years, 

Felt him as the raw. wound the burning ſteel, 

And are we murmuring out our midnight curſes, 


* 
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Drying our tears in corners, and complaining ? 
Our hands are forfeited. Gods ! Strike them off, 
No hands we need to faſten our own chains, 

Our maſters will do that; and we want ſouls 
To raiſe them to an uſe more worthy men. 
Mem. Ruffles.your temper at offences paſt ? 
Here, then, to ſting thee into madneſs. 
[ Gives the letter. Rameſes rea d.. 


Ram. Oh! | 
Sypb. See how the ſlruggling paſſions ſhake his frame! 
Ram. My boſom joy, that crowns my happy bed 
With tender pledges of our mutual love, 
Far dearer than my ſoul! and ſhall my wife, 
The mother of my little innocents, 
Be taken from us ! torn from me, from mine, 
Who live but on her fight ! and ſhall I hear 
Her cries for ſuccour, and not ruſh upon him? 
My infant hanging at the neck upbraids me, 
And ſtruggles with his little arms to fave her, 
Theſe veins have ſtill ſome gen'rous blood in ſtore, 
The dregs of thoſe rich ſtreams his wars have drain 1 
III giv't in dowry with her. 
Pher. Well reſolv'd : 
A tar dy vengeance ſhares the tyrant's guilt. 
Ram. Let me embrace thee, Pheron; thou art brave, 
And doſt difdain the coldneſs of delay. 
Curſe on the man that calls Rameſes friend, 
And keeps his temper at a tale like this 
When rage and rancour are the proper virtues, 
And loſs of reaſon is the mark of men ! 
. Mem. Thus I've determin'd; when the midnight hour 
Lulls this proud city, and her monarch dreams 
Of humbled foes, or his new miſtreſs' love, 
Then we will ruſh at once, let looſe the terrors 
Of rage pent in and ſtruggling twenty years 
To find a vent, and at one dreadful blow 
Begin and end the war. 


A more auſpicious juncture cou'd not happen. 
B 2 
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The Perfian, who for years has join'ꝰd our counſels, 
vtizr'd up the love of freedom, and in private 
Long nurs'd the glorious appetite with gold, 
This morn with tranſport ſnateh'd the with'd occafion 
Of throwing his reſentment wide, and now | 
He frowns in arms, and gives th' event to Fate, 
Ram.” This hand ſhall drag the tyrant from the throne, 
And ſtab the royal victim on this altar, 
[ Pointing to the tomb. 
Mem. O juſtly thought ! 1 eaſt your eyes 
around. 
An that moſt awful is, or dent in nature, 
This ſolemn ſcene preſents; the gods are here, 
And here our fam'd forefathers' ſacred tomb; 
Who never brook'd a tyrant in this land, © 
Let us not act beneath the grand aſſembly ! 4 
The ſlighteſt altars tremble; and theſe tombs 
Send forth a peal of groans to urge us on, 
Come then, ſurround my father's monument, 
And call his ſhade to witneſs to our vows. 
. Ram. Nor his alone, O all ye mighty dead! 
Iuftrious ſhades ! who nightly ſtalk around 
The tyrant's couch, and ſhake his guilty ſoul ; 
Whether already you converſe with gods, 
Or ſtray below in melancholy glooms, | 
From earth, from air, from heav'n, and even hell, 
Come, I conjure you, by the pris'ner's chain, 
The widow's ſighing, and the orphan's tears, 
The virgin's ſhrieks, the hero's ſpouting veins, 
By gods blaſphem'd, and free-born men enſlav'd. 
* Mem. Hear, Jove,and you moſtinjur'd heroes, hear, 
While we o'er this thrice -hallow'd monument 
Thus join our hands,-and, kneeling to the gods, 
Faſt bind our ſouls to great revenge ! 
All. We ſwear 
Mem. This night the tyrant and his minions bleed. 
Pher. So now my foe is taken in the toil, 
And I've a ſecond caſt for this proud mad 
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It is an oath well ſpent, a perjury | 
Of good account in vengeance and in love. [Ade 
Mem. We wrong the mighty dead, if we permit 
Our eyes alone to count this grand aſſembly : 
A thouſand unſeen herocs walk among us; 
My father riſes from his tomb, bis wounds 
Bleed all afreſh, and conſecrate the day; 
He waves his arm, and chides our tardy vengeance ? 
More than this world ſhall thank us. O my friends ! 
Such our condition we have nought to loſe; 
- And great may be our gain, if this be great, 
To cruſh a tyrant, and preſerve a ſtate; 
To ſtill the clamours of our fathers' blood, 
To fix the baſis of the public good, 
To leave a fame eternal; then to ſoar, 
Mix with the gods, and bid the world adore. 


Ne 
Te Palace. 


A magnificent throne diſcovered, and ſeveral 
courtiers walking to and ro. 


Euter SYPHOCES and RAMESES. ants at 
a diftance. | 
RAMESũ⁵Hs. 
HAT means this duſt and tumult in the court, 
Theſeſtreamers fooling in the wind, theſe ſhouts, 
The tyrant blazing in full infolence, 
And all his gaudy courtiers baſking round him, 
Like pois'nous vermin in a dog-day ſun? 
Syph. Your father and prince Myron are arriv'd, 
And with one peal of joy the nation rings. 
Ram. Long has my father ſerv'd this tyrant king, 
With zeal well worthy of a better cauſe. 
Tho' with his helm he hides a hoary brow, 
Long vers'd in death, the father of the field ; 
At the ſur ill trumpet he 5 off the weight 
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Of fourſcore years, and ſprings upon the foe. 
The tranſport danger gives him conquers nature, 
And a ſhort youth boils up within his veins. 
Syph. Behold, this way they paſs to meet the King. 


My xox and Nic AN OR A theflagewith attendants.» 


Ram. What pity 'tis that one, fo loſt in guilt, 

Should thus engage the ſight with manly charms, 
And make vice lovely! [ looking on Myron. 

_ S$yph, Pardon me, Rameſes: 
Tho' to my foe, I muſt be ever juſt. 
He's gen'rous, grateful, affable, and brave: 
But then he knows no limits to his paſſion ; 
The tempeſt-beaten bark is not ſo toſs'd 
As is his reaſon, when thoſe winds ariſe : 
And tho? he draws a fatal ſword in battle, 
And kindles in the warm purſuit of fame, 
Pleaſure ſubdues him quite; the ſparkling exe 
And gen*rons howl bear down his graver mind, 
While fiery ſpirits dance along his veins, 
And keep a conſtant revel in his heart. 

Ram. But here thetyrant comes! With what exceſs 
Of idle pride will he receive his ſon ! 
How with big words will he ſwell out his meh 
And into grandeur puff his little tales!“ 


E nter K1 10. ard aſiends the throne. On the other 
fide, enter MyRON and N1CANOR. |, | 
King. Welcome, my ſon, greatpartner of my fame; 
I] thank thee for th' increaſe of my dominions, 
'That now more mountains riſe,, more rivers flow, 
And more ſtars ſhine, in my ſtill growing empire. 
The ſun himſelf ſurveys it not at once, 
But travels for the view, whilſt far digjoin'd 
My ſubjects live unheard- of by cach other; 
Theſe wrapp'd in ſhades, while thoſe enjoy the light ; 
Their day is various, but their king the fame. 
Mr. Here, Sir, your thanks are due; to this old arm, 


— 


KING OF EGYPT. 19 
Whoſe nerves not threeſeore winter- camps undend, | 
You owe your victory, and I my life. 
When my fierce courſer, with a javelin ftung, 
Firſt rear'd in air, then, tearing with a bound 
The trembling earth, plung'd deep amidſt the foe; 
And now a thouſand deaths from ev'ry fide | 
Had but one mark, and on my buckler rung; 
Through the throng'd legions/like a tempeſt ruſh't 
This friend, v'er-gaſping heroes, rolling ſeeds, - © 
And ſnatch'd me from my fate. 
Bu ſ. Ithank thee, General; 
Thou haſt a heart that ſwells with loyalty, 
And threws off the infection of theſe times; 
But thy degenerete boy 
Nic. No more my ſon, 
J cut him off, my guilt, my puniſnment. 
Look not, dread Sir, on me through this offence; 
O let not that diſcolour all my ſervice, ü 
And ruin thoſe who blame him for his crimes. 
Buf, Old man, I will not wear the crown in vain ; 
Subjects ſhall work my will, or feet my pow'r; 
Their diſobedience ſhall not be my guilt, 
Who is their welfare, glory, and defence ? 
The land that yields them fruit, and ev'ry ſtream 
' That Nakes their thirſt, the air they breathe, is mine. 
And is concurrence to their own enjoyment, 
By due ſubmiſſion, a too great return? 
Death and deſtruction are within my call 
But thou ſhalt flouriſh in thy maſter's ſmile. 
A faithful miniſter adorns my crown, 
And throws a brighter glory round my brow. 
Nic. Take but one more, one ſmall one, to your 
favour, 
And then my ſoul's at peace.—1 have a daughter, = 
An only daughter, now an only child, | 
| 


Since her loſt brother's folly ; ſhe deſerves 
The moſt a father can for ſo much goodneſs : 
Her mother's dead, and we are left alone; 
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We two are the whole houſe; nor are we two; 

In her I live, the comfort of my age; 

And if the king extend his grace ſo far, 

And take that tender bloſſom into ſhelter, 

Then have I all my monarch can beſtow, 

Or heav'n itſelf; but this, that I may wear 

My life's poor remnant out in your command, 

Stretch forth my being tothe laſt in duty, 

And, when the fates ſhall ſummon, die for you. 
Buſ. Nicanor, know, thy —— is our care. 
Myr. O Sir, be greatly kind, exert your pow'r, 

And with the monarch furniſh out the friend !— 

Art thou not he, that gallant-minded chief, [To Nic. 

Who would not ſtoop to give me leſs than life ! 

And ſhall I prove ungrateful? ſhocking thought ! 

He that's ungrateful has no guilt but one, 

All other crimes may paſs for virtues in him. 

Nic. What joy my daughter's promis'd welfare 
gives me, 

My lips I need not open to diſcover—— 

Thus humbly let me thank you. 

Buf. Dry thy tears, 

And follow us; thy daughter's near our queen, 

And longs, no doubt, to ſee thee : bleſs the maid, 

And then attend us on affairs of ſtate.—— 

J hear there's treaſon near us; though the ſlaves 

Fall off from their obedience, and deny 

That I'm their monarch, I'm Buſiris till. 

Collected in myſelf, Fi ftand alone, 

And hurl my thunder, though I ſhake my throne: 
Like Death, a ſolitary king I'll reign 

O'er ſilent ſubjects, and a deſert plain; 

Ere brook their pride, I'll ſpread a gen'ral doom, 
And cv'ry ſtep ſhalt be from tomb to tomb [ Exit. 


Myr. and Aul. who taltd aide, advance. 


Myr. Her abſent beauties glow'd upon my mind, 
And ſparkled in each thought. She never left me 


Wou'dſt thou believe it? in the field of battle, 
In the mid terror, and the flame of . Ran 
Mandane, thou haſt ſtoln away my ſoul, | 
And left my fame in danger. My rais'd arm 
Has hung in air, forgetful to deſcend, 
And for a moment ſpar'd the proſtrate foe— 
O that her birth roſe equal to my own ! 
Then might 1 wed with -honour, and enjoy aff 
A lawful bliſs—And why not now e Methinks 
Abſence has plac'd her in a fairer light, 
Enrich'd the maid, and e every charm. 
Aul. She comes. 9 
Myr. That modeſt grace ſubdu'd my ſoul; | 
That chaſtity of look, "which ſeems to hang 
A veil of pureſt light o'er all her beauties, 
And, by forbidding, moſt inflames deſire. 
[Enter MANDANE. 
What tender force ! what dignity divine ! 
What virtue conſecrating ev'ry feature! 
Around that neck, what droſs are gold and cont ! 
Mandane ! powerful being, whoſe firſt ſight 
Gives me a tranſport not to be expreſs'd ; 
And with one moment over-pays a year | 
Of danger, toil, and death, and abſence from thee. 
Mand. My lord, I ſought my father. 
Myr. Leave me-not. 
I've much to ſay, much more than I conceive; 
Yes, by the gods, much more than I can utter. 
My breath is ſnatch'd, I tremble, I expire. ¶ Ade. 
Nay, here I'll offer tender violence [Takes her hand. 
May I not breathe my ſoul upon this hand? 
When your eyes triumph, and inſult my pain, 
Permit me here to take a ſmall revenge. 
Mand. My lord, I am not conſcious of my fault, 
Myr. 'Tis falſe—l know the language of thoſe eyes; 
They uſe me ill—See my heart beat, Mandane 
Believe not me, but tell yourſelf my paſhon— 
Is it in art to counterfeit within? 
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To drive the ſpirits and/inflame the blood ? - 
Each nerve is pierc'd with lightning from your cye, 


And every pulſe is in the throbs of love. 


Mand. My lord, my duty calls; I muſt not ſtay. 
Myr. Give me a moment : 1 have that to ſpeak 
Will burſt me if ſuppreſs'd—O heavenly maid ! 
Thy charms are doubled, ſo is thy diſdain— 
Who is it; tell me, who enjoys thy ſmile ? 
There is a happy man, I ſwear there is; 
1 know it by your coldneſs to your friend 
That thought has fix d a ſcorpion on my _ 
That ftings to death—and is it poſſible 
You ever ſpoke of Myron in his abſence, 
Or caſt at leiſure a light thonght that way ? b 
Mand. 1 thought of you, my lord, and of my father, 
And pray'd for your ſucceſs; nor muſt I now | 
Neglect to give him joy. 
Myr. Vet ſtayz you ſhall not go—Ungrateful woman! 
I wou'd not wrong your father ; but, by Heav'n, 
His love is hatred, if compar'd with mine, 
] underſtand whence this unkindneſs flows; 
Your heart reſents ſome licence of my youth, 
When love had tonch'd my brain. You may forgive me, 
Becauſe I never ſhall forgive myſelf; 


But that you live, Pd ruſh upon my ſword. 


If you forgive me, I ſhall row. approach, 
Not as a lover only, but a wretch 
Redeem'd from baſeneſs to the ways of honour, 
And to my paſſion join my gratitude: _ 
Each time I kneel before you, I ſhall riſe 
As well a better as a happier man, 
Indebted to your virtue and your love. 
Mand. I muſt not hear you. 
Myr. O torment me not! 
Hear me you muſt, and more—Your father's valour, 
In the late battle, reſcu'd me from death : 
And how ſhall I be grateful! Thou'rt a princeſs— 
Think not, Mandane, this a ſudden ſtart, 


o 
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A flaſh of love, that kindles and-expires : 
Long have I weigh'd it, ſince I parted hence; 
No night has paſs'd, but this has broke my reſt, 
And mix'd with ev'ry dream, My fair, I wed thee 
In the matureſt couſel-of my ſoul. 

Maud. O gods! I tremble at the riſing ſtorm; 
Where can this end ? 

Myr: And do you then deſpiſe me? 

Mand. My lord, I want the courage to accept 
What far tranſcends my merit, and forever 
Muſt ſilently upbraid my little worth. 

Myr. Have I forſook myſelf, forgone my temper 
Headlong to all the gay delights of youth, 
And fall'n in love with virtue moſt ſevere? 
Turn'd ſuperſtitions, to make thee my friend ? 
Gods! have I ſtruggl'd thro” the pow'rful reaſons 
That ſtrongly combated my fond reſolves ? | 
Was wealth o'crlook'd, and glory of no weight, 
My parent's crown forgot, and my own conqueſts, 
And all to be refus'd ? tofoothe your pride, 
And make my rival ſport? | 

Mand. With patience hear me [ Kneels, 
Nor let my truſt in Myron prove my ruin, | 

Myr. Diſtraction ! art thou marry'd ? 

Mand. Oh! 

Myr. My heart foretold it, Ah my foul! Auletes- 

L Savoons. 


Aul. Madam, tis prudent in you to withdraw. — 


| [ Exit Mandane. 
Myr. 1 do not live—l cannot bear the light! 
Where is Mandane? but I wou'd not know. 
She is not mine. Vet tho' not mine in love, 
Revenge, my juſt revenge, may overtake her. 
O how I hate her! Let me know her faults: 
Did the proud maid inſult me in diſtreſe, 
And fmile to ſee me gaſping ? Speak, Auletes. 
Did ſhe not ſigh? ſure ſhe might pity me, 
Though all her love is now another's right. 


# 
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Aul. She ſigh'd and wept; but Iremov'd her from you. 
Myr. It was well done. Vet I could gaze for ever. 
And did the figh'? and did ſhe drop a tear? * 

The tears ſhe ſhed Vr me are ſurely mine; 

And ſhall another dry them on thoſe checke, ; 
And: make them'an excuſe for-greater fondneſs ? 
Shall I aſſiſt the villain in his joys? 

No; I will tear her from him © 

. I'd grudge her. beauties to the gods that gave them, 

Aul. My lord, have temper: 

Myr. And an6ther's paſſion 1 
Warm on that hip! another's burning arms 
Strain'd round the lovely waiſt for which ! ae. 8 
And ſhe conſenting, wooing, growing to him! 


_ What golden ſcenes, when abſent, did 1 Rien! Fn 


What lovely pictures did I draw in air! | 
What luxury of thought! And fee my fate! 
Shall then my ſlave enjoy her? and 1 ooo 7 
In my triumphal car, my foot on purpie, 
And o'er my head a canopy of gold, 12 
Fate in my nod, and monarchs in my train?”! 
What if 1 lab him? No—She will not wed. 
His murderer. never form'd a wih 
But full ſruition taught me to forget it. 
And am I leſſen'd by my late ſucceſs? 
And have I loſt my conqueſt? Fly, Auletes, 
And tell ber 
_ Aut. What, my Lord? 
yr. No, bid her—— 
Aul. Speak. _ | $1 44} 
Myr. 1 know not 1 heart i is torn aſunder. 
Aul. Retire, my Lord, and recompoſe yourſelf, 
The queen N her boſom ſwells, 
[Exit. 1 
Her pale lip trembles, a diſorder'd haſte 
Is in her ſteps; her eyes ſhoot gloomy fires, — 
When Myris is in anger, happy they | 
She calls her friends, 


Enter QUEEN. 


Queen. Auletes, where's the King? 
Aul. At council, Madam. 

Queen. Let him know I want him. [Exit Aul. 
Baſe! to forget to whom he owes a crown ! 
Fool! to provoke her rage whoſe hand is red 
In her own bxother's blood! 


Enter KING and PHERON, 


King. Horrid conſpiracy ! 
Pher. This night was deſtin'd for the bloody deed. 
King. Miſtaken villains! if they wiſh my death, 
They ſhould-in prudence lay their weapons by. 
So jealous are the gods of Egypt's glory, 
I cannot die whilſt ſlaves are arm'd againſt me. 
Haſte, Pheron, to the dungeon; plunge them down 
Far from the hopes of day ; there let them ly, 
Baniſh'd this world, while yet alive, and groan 
In darkneſs and in horror,-Let double chains 
Conſume the fleſh of Memnon's loaded limbs, 
Till death ſhall knock them off.—A king's thy 
friend ; 
Nay more, Buſiris.—Go, let that ſuffice;—— 
Exit Pheron. 
Queen. My lord, your thought's engag'd. 
King. Affairs of ſtate 
Detain'd me from my queen. 
Queen. The world may wait: 
I've a requeſt, my lord, 
King. Oblige me with it. 
Queen. Will you comply? 
King. My queen, my pow'r is yours, 
Queen. Your queen? 
Ring. My queen. 
Duecen, Indeed it ſhould be ſo 
Then ſign theſe orders for Amelia's death. 


He ſtarts, turns pale, he's finking into earth. 
Vor. II. C 
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Enough; begone, and fling thee at her feet; 
Doat on my ſlave, and ſue to her for mercy. 
Go, pour forth all the folly of thy ſoul; 
But bear in mind, thou giv'ſt not of thy own: 
Thou giv'ſt that kindneſs which I bought with Lined, 
Nor ſhall I loſe unmov'd. 

King. 1 wiſh, my queen, 
This till had flept a ſecret for thy ſake ; 
But ſince thy reſtleſs jealouſy of ſoul 
Has been ſo ſtudious of its own diſquiet, 
Support it as you may—lT own I've felt 
Amelia's charms, and think them worth my love. 
Queen. Anddar'ſt thou bravely own it too? O inſult! 

Forgetful man I *tis I then owe a crown! 
Thou hadſt ſtill grovell'd in the lower world, 
And view'd a throne at diſtance, had not I 
Told thee thou waſt a man, and (dreadful thought!) 
Through my own brother cut thy way to empire : 
But thou might'ſt well forget a crown beſtow'd; 
That gift was ſmall; I liſten'd to thy ſighs, 
And rais'd thee to my bed. 

King. I thank you for it. 
The gifts you made me were not caſt away ; 
I underſtand their worth; huſband, and king, 
Are names of no mean import; they riſe high 
Into dominion, and are big with pow'r.— 
Whate'er I was, I now am king of Egypt, 
And Myris' lord. 

Queen. dream; art thou Buſiris? 
Buſiris that has trembled at my feet ? 
And art thou now my Jove, with clouded brow, 
Diſpenſing fate, and looking down on Myris? 
Doſt thou derive thy ſpirit from thy crimes ? 
Cauſe thou haſt wrong'd me, therefore doſt thou 

threaten, 

And roll thine eyes in anger? rather bend 
And ſue for pardon. O deteftable ! 
Burn for a ſiranger's bed! 
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King. And what was mine, 
When Myris firſt vouchſaf d to ſmile on me? 
Queen. Diſtraction! death! upbraided for my love! 
Thou art not only criminal, but baſe. 
Mine was a godlike guilt, ambition it it, 
Its foot in hell, its head above the clouds; 
For know, I hated when I moſt careſs'd: 
Twas not Bufiris, but the crown, that charm'd me, 
And ſent its ſparkling glories to my heart; 
But thou canſt ſoil thy diadem with ſlaves, 
King. Syphoces is a king then. 
Queen. Ha! 


ing. Let fair Amelia know the king attends her. 
[ Exit. 


Queen. Go, tyrant, go, and wiſely by thy ſhame 


Prepare thy way to ruin, I'm o'ertake thee, 
Living or dead : if dead, my ghoſt ſhall riſe, 
Shriek in thine ears, and ſtalk before thine eyes: 
In death PU triumph o'er my rival's charms, - 
And chill thy blood, when claſp'd within her arms: 
Alone to ſuffer, is beneath the great; 


Tyrant, thy torments ſhall ſupport my ſtate. 
[ Exit. 


ACT m. SCENE I. 


The General's Houſe. 
Enter the KING. 


KIS. 
Hs dwells my ſtubborn fair: I'll ſoothe her pride, 
And lay an humbled monarch at her feet. 
But let her well conſider; if ſhe's low 
To welcome bliſs, and dead to glory's charms, 
Then my reſentment riſes in proportion 
To this high grace extended to my ſlave, 
C 2 
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And turns the force of her own charms againſt her : 
Monarchs may court, but cannot be deny'd. 


Enter the QUEEN, veiled. 


Amelia, dry thy tears, and lay afide 
That melancholy veil.——Ha, Myris! 
Qucen. Myris, 
A name that ſhould like thunder ürike thine ear, 


And make thee tremble in this guilty place: 


But wherefore doſt thou think I meet thee here? 
Not with mean ſighs and deprecating tears 

To humble me before thee, and increaſe 

The number of thy ſlaves, in hope to break 

Thy reſolution, and avert thy crime; 

But to denounce, if thou ſhalt dare perſiſt, 

The vengeance due to injur'd Heav'n and me: 
And by this warning double thy offence : 

Think, think of vengeance; *tis the only joy 
Which thou haſt left me; I'm no more thy wife, 
Nor queen; but know I am a woman ſtill. 


Enter AULETES- 


Atl. May all the gods watch o'er your life and empire, 
And render omens vain ! ſo fierce the ſtorm, 
Old Memphis from her deep foundations ſhakes, 
And ſuch unheard- of prodigies hang o'er us, 
As make the boldeſt tremble : ſee the moon 


' Robb'd of her light, diſcolour'd, without form, 


Appears a bloody fign, hung out by Jove, 

To ſpeak peace broken with the ſons of men : 
The Nile, as frighted, ſhrinks within its banks; 
And as this hour I paſs'd great Ifis' temple, 


A ſudden flood of lightning ruſh'd upon it, 


And laid the ſhrine in aſhes. 
King. O mighty Ifis ! 
Why all theſe figns in nature? why this tumult 
To tell me I am guilty ? if my crown 
The fates demand; why let them take it back. 
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My crown indeed I may reſign; but, oh! | 
Who can awake the dead! a 
Tis hence theſe ſpectres ſhock my midnight thoughts, 
And nature's laws are broke to diſcompoſe me ; 
Tis I that whirl theſe hurricanes in air, | 
And ſhake the earth's foundation with my guilt. 
O Myris, give me back my innocence |! 

Dueen. I bought it with an empire. 

King. Cheaply ſold ! 
W'sy didſt thou urge my lifted arm to ſtrike 
The pious king, when my own heart recoiPd ? 

Queen. Why did you yield when urg'd, and by a 
You that are vain of your ſuperior reafon, [woman, 
And ſwell with the prerogative of man? 

If you ſueceed, our counſel is of nought; 

You own it, not accepted, though enjoy'd; 

But ſteal the glory, and deny the favour: 

Yet if a fatal conſequence attend, 

Then we're the authors; then your treach'rous praiſe 
Allows us ſenſe enough to be condemn'd. 

King. "Tis prudent to diſſemble with her fury, 
And wait a ſofter ſeaſon for my love. [ A/edes 
Bid [fis' prieſts attend their king's devot ions; 

Fl! ſoothe with ſacrifice the angry pow'rs; 

Swift to my-dunzeons, bid their darkſome wombs 
Give up the numerous captives of my wars ; 

Ten thouſand lives to Heav'n devoutly pour; 

Nor let the ſ:cred knife grow cool from blood, 

Till ſevenfold Nile, infected with the ſtain, 

In all his ſtreams flews purple to the main. [ Ext, 

Qucen. Thin artifice; I know the ſacrifice 
You moſt intend. But I will daſh your joys; 
Thou, victim, and thy goddeſs, both ſhall feel me. 

Aul. Madam, the prince, 

Queen. And is he ſtill afflited ? 

Aul. It grieves your faithful ſervant to relate it: 
He ſtruggles manfully; but all in vain: 

Sometimes he calls in muſic to his aid; 
C 3 


— — — 


a 30 SAS, 
He ftrives with martial ſtrains to fire his blood, 
And rouſe his ſoul to battle F 
Then he relapſes into love again, 
Feeds the diſeaſe, and doats upon his ruin. 
Queen. Why ſeeks he here the cauſe of all his forows? 
Aul. He ſeeks not here Mandane, but her father; 
ö For friendſhip is the balm of all our cares, | 
| Melts in the wound, and ſoftens ev'ry fate. 
[ Martial muſic. 


Enter Myron at a diſtance. 


Queen. Heav'ns, what a glory blazes from his eye! 
What force, what majeſty, in ev'ry motion, 
As at each ſtep he trod upon a foe! | 
Myr. O that this ardour would for ever laſt ! 
It ſhall; nor will I cure. my being more; 
Chain'd kings, andconquer'd kingdoms, are before me; 
Fl bend the bow, and launch the whiſtling ſpear, 
Bound o'er the mountains,. plunge into the ftream, 
Where thickeſt faulchions gleam, and helmets blaze; 
In number my own heart among my foes, 
And conquer it, or die. [ Exit. 
Queen. The thoughts of war 
Will ſoon diſlodge the fair one from his breaſt—— 
But this has broken in on my intent 
I wou'd remind thee of my late commands. 
Aul. Madam, tis needleſs to remind your flave— 
At dead of night I ſet the pris'ners free. 
Queen. Yes, ſet the pris'ners free—'tisgreat revenge, 
Such as my ſoul pants after.— It becomes me. 
O will it gall the tyrant! ſtab him home! 
And, if one ſpark of gratitude ſurvives, 
Soften Syphoces to my fond deſire, 
The tyrant's torment is my only joy; 
Ye gods! or let me periſh, or deſtroy, 
Or rather both; for what has life to boaſt 
When vice is taſteleſs grown, and virtue loft 7 
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Glory and wealth I call upon in vain, 
Nor wealth, nor glory, can-appeaſe my pain; 
My ev'ry joy upbraids me with my guilt, | 
And 8 1 1 me nn blood is ſpilt. 
[Exit 14 
Eater MyRON, 
M yr. The ſhining images of war are fled, . 
The fainting trumpets languiſh in mine ear, 


The banners furl'd, and all the fprightly blaze 


Of burniſh'd amour, like the ſetting ſun, 
Inſenſihly is vaniſh'd from my thought: 


No battle, fiege, or ſtorm, ſuſtain my ſoul 


Im wonted grandeur, and fill out my breaſt; 

But ſoftneſs ſteals upon me, melting down 

My rugged heart in languiſhments and fighs, 

And pours it out at my Mandane's feet. 

L ſee her ev'n this moment ſtand before me, 

Too fair for fight, and fatal to behold, 

1 have her here, Iclaſp her in my arms;. 

And in the madneſs of exceſſive love 

Sigh out my heart, and bleed with tenderneſs. 
Aul. My Lord, too much you cheriſh this — 

She is another's. 

Myr. Do not tell me ſo. 

Say rather ſhe is dead; each heav'nly charm: 

Turn'd into horror ! 0 the pain of pains 

Is when the fair one, whom our ſoul is fond of, 

Gives tranſport, and receives it from another ! 

How does my ſoul burn up with ſtrong deſire, 

Now ſhrink into itſelf . now blaze again! 

I'll tear and rend the ſtrings that tie me to her: 

If I ſtay longer here, I am undone. 


As he is going, enter Nie Ax ox. 


Nic. My prince, and, fince ſuch honours you vouch- 
My friend! I have preſum'd upon your favour; ( ſafe, 
This is my daughter's birth-day, and this night 
] dedicate to joys, which ever languiſh 
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If you refuſe to crown them with your preſence; 
Myr. Nicanor,. I was warm on other thoughts 
Nic. Tam ſtill near you in the day of danger, 

In toilſome marches, and the bloody field, 

. When nations againſt nations claſh in arms, 

And half a people in one groan expire; 

Why am 1, with your helmet, thrown aſide, - 

Caſt off, and uſeleſs, in the hour of peace? ; 

M yr. Since then you preſs it, I muſt be your gueſt. 

Methinks I labour as I onward move, 

As under check of ſome controuling pow'r. [Ade 

What can this mean? Wine may relieve my thoughts, 

And mirth and converſe lift my ſoul again. [Exeunt. 


The back ſcene draws, and ſhews a banquet. 
Enter MANDANE, richly dreſſed. 


Mand. It was this-day that gave me life; this day 
Shou'd give much more, ſhon'd give me Memnon too: 
But I am rivall'd by his chains; they claſp 
The hero round, (a cold, unkind embrace!) 

And but an earneſt of far worſe to come. 

While he, my ſoul, in dungeon-darkneſs clos'd, 

Breathesdamp unwholſome ſteams, and lives on poiſon, 

Jam compell'd to ſuffer ornaments, 

To wear the rainbow, and to blaze in gems; 

To put on all the ſhining guilt of dreſe, 

When 'tis almoſt a crime that I ſtill live: 

Theſe eyes, which can't diſſemble, pouring forth- 

The dreadful truth, are honeſt to my heart. 

Theſe robes, O-Memnon ! are Mandane's chains, 

And load, and gall, and wring, her bleeding heart. 
[Exit Mandane. 


Enter Myron, NiCanor, AULETES, Oc. 
They take their places. 
Nic. Sound louder, found, and waft my with to 
heav'n. 
Hear me, ye righteous gods, and grant my pray'r: 
For ever ſhine propitious on my daughter; 
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Protect her, proſper her; and, when I'm dead, 
Still bleſs me in Mandane's happineſs, 
[The bowl goes round. Muſic. 
Haſte, call my daughter; none can taſte of Joy, 
Till ſhe, the miſtreſs of the feaft, is with us. 
[4 Servant brings Nicanor a letter; he read: it. 

The king's commands at any hour are welcome. 

Myr. Not leave vs, Genera! ? 

Nic. Ha! the king here writes me, 
The diſcontented populace, that held 
O'er midnight bowls their deſperate cabals, 
Are now in bold defiance to his power : 
Amid the terrors of this ſtormy night, 
Ev'n now they deluge all you weſtern vale, 
And form a war, impatient for the day. 
The ſpreading poiſon too has caught his troops, 
And the revolting ſoldiers ſtand in arms 
Mix'd with ſeditious citizens. . 

Myr. Your call is great. 


Enter ManDant. Myron ftarts from his ſeat 
in diforder. 


Mand. O Memnon ! how ſhall I become a banquet, 
Suppreſs my ſorrow, and comply with joy? 
Severeſt fate] am I deny'd to grieve ? [Afide. 
Nic. Be comforted, my child: I'll ſoon return. 
Why doſt thou make me bluſh ? I feel my tears 
Run trickling down my cheek. | 
Myr. I muſt away: 
Her ſmiles were dreadful, but her tears are death. 
I can no more: I fink beneath her charms, 
And feel a deadly fickneſs at my heart. 
[Afide to Auletes, 
Nic. Your cheek is pale, I dare not let you part, 
You are not wel 
Myr. A ſmall indiſpoſition: 
I ſoon ſhall throw it from me,-.Farewel, Generaly 
Conqueſt attend your arms. 
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Nic. You ſhall not leave 
Your ſervant's roof; 'tis an unwholeſome air, 


And my apartment wants a gueſt. 


Myr. Nicanor, 
If health returns, I ſhall not preſs my couch, 
And hear of diſtant conqueſts ; but o'ertake thee, 
And add new terror to the front of war. 

Nic. Mean time you are a guardian to my child: 
Let her not miſs a father in my abſence; 
She's all my ſoul holds dear. 

Both. Farewel, farewel ! [Embracing. 


Nicanor wait on Myron off the ſtage, and returns. 
Nic. My child, I feel a tenderneſs at heart 

I never felt before: Come near, Mandane ; 

Let me gaze on thee, and indulge the father — 

Thy dying mother with her clay-eold hand 

Preſs'd mine; then, turning on thee her faint eye, 

Let fall a tear of fondneſs, and expir d. 

I cannot love thee well enough; her grace 


Softens thy cheek, and lives within thine eye. 


Let me embrace you both—My heart o'erflows—. 
If 1 ſhould fall Thy mother's monument— 
But I ſhall kill thy tenderneſs—— No more: 
Nay, do not weep; 1 ſhall return again, 
And with my deareft child fit down in peace, 
And long enjoy her goodneſs. 

Mand. If the gods 


_ Regard your daughter's fervent vows, you will. 


Nic. Farewel, my only care; my ſoul is with thee; 


Regard yourſelf, and you remember me. LE x;t- 


Enter Myz0N and AULETES.. 


Mr. No place can give me eaſe: my reſtleſs thought, 
Like working billows in a troubled fea, 

Toſſes me to and fro, nor know I whither. 

What am I, who, or where? Ha! where indeed! 

But let me pauſe, and aſk myſelf again 

If I am well awake — Impctuous bliſs ! 
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My heart leaps up, my mounting ſpirits blaze; ; 
My ſoul is in a tempeſt of delight ! 

Aul. My lord; you tremble, and your m_ betray 
Strange tumults in your breaſt. 

Myr. What hour of night? 

Aul. My Lord, the night's far ſpent. 

Myr. The gates are barr'd, 

And all the houfebold is compos d to reſt ? 

Aul. All: and the great Nicanor's own apartment, 
Proud to receive a royal gueſt, expects you. 

Myr. Perdition on thy foul for naming him. 
Nicanor ! O I never ſhall fieep more , 
Defend me ! whither wander'd my bold thoughts ! 
Broke looſe from reafon, bow did they run mad ! 
And now they are come home all arm'd with ſtings, 
And pierce my bleeding heart—— 

I beg the gods to diſappoint my crime, 

Yet almoſt wiſh them deaf to my deſire. 

long, repent; repent, and long again; 

And every moment differs from the laſt. 

I muſt no longer parley with deſtruction. 

Auletes, ſeize me, force me to my chamber; 

There chain me down, and guard me from myſelf; . 
Hell riſes in each thought, tis time to fly, [Exeurt. 


Enter MANDANE and RAMESES. 


Nam. I hope your fears have giv'a a falſe alarm. 
Mand. You've heard my frequent viſions of the night. 
You know my father's abſence, Myron's paſhon : 
Juſt now I met him; at my ſight he ſtarted; 
Then with ſuch ardent eyes he wander'd o'er me, 
And gaz'd with ſuck malignity of love, 
Sending his foul out to me in a look 
So fiercely kind, I trembled, and retir'd. 
Ruin. No more; my friends, (which, as I have 
Liſorm's vou, 
The queen, to gall the tyrant, has ſet free) 
Are lodg'd within your call; th' appointed ſignal, 
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If danger threatens, brings them to your reſcue. 
Mand. Where are they? 
Nam. In the hall beneath your chamber: 
Memnon alone is wanting; he's providing 


For your eſcape before the morning dawn; 


The reſt in vizors, fearing to be known, | 

Have ventur'd thro' the ftreets for your protection. 
Mand. Auſpicious turn! then I again am happy. 
Ram. Auſpicious turn indeed ! and what completes 

The happineſs, the baſe man that betray'd us 

This arm laid low: I watch'd him from the king; 

I took him warm, while he with lifted brow 

Confeſs'd high thought and triumph in his mien: 

I thank'd him with my dagger in his heart. 

'Tis late; refreſh yourſelf with ſleep, Mandane. 

[Exit Mandane. 

So, tis reſolved, if Myron dares attempt 

So black a crime, it juſtifies the blow; 

He dies, and .my poor brother's ghoſt ſhall ſmile. 


This way he bends his ſteps; I hate his fight, 


And ſhall till death has made it lovely to me. {Exit- 
Enter My RON and AULETES. 


Myr. O how this pafſion, like a wirlpool, drives me 
With giddy, rapid motion, round and round, 
know not where, and draws in all my foul ! 

J reaſon much; but reaſon about her; 

And where ſhe is, all reaſon dies before her; 
And arguments but tell me I am conquer'd,—— 
So black the night, as if no ſtar e'er ſhone 

In all the wide expanſe; the light'ning's flaſh 
But ſhews the darkneſs, and the burſting clouds 
With peals of thunder ſeem to rock the land: 
Not beaſts of prey dare now from ſhelter roam, 
But howl in dens, and make the foreſt groan. 
What then am 1? a monſter yet more fell, 

Than haunts the wilds?—I am, and threaten more: 
My breaſt is darker than this dreadful night, 
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And feels à fiercer tempeſt rage within. 'F | 

I muſt— I will This leads me to tbe —— | 

Did not the raven rox: :!: — 
Hul. I hear her not. | FE 

Myr. By Heav'n, methinks earth trembles under me 


* 


Awake, ye furies! you are wanting to me; 
O finiſh me in ill, O take me whole; 4. 
Or gods confirm me'good, without allay, 
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Nor leave me thus at variance with myſelf; © 

Let me not thus be daſh'd from fide to fide.—_— 
The old man wept at parting, kneebd before me, 
Confided in me, gave her to my care, 

Nor long fince ſav'd my life—and doubt I ſtill? 

I'm guilty of the fact; here let me ly, 
And rather groan for ever in the duft, 
And float the marble pavement with my tears, 
Than riſe into a monſter, [Flings himſelf down. 


Max bank, paſing at à diſlance, ſpeaks Ia /ormant. 


Mand. Well, obſerve me. 
Before the riſing ſun my Lord arrives, 1 UG 
To ſeal our vows; the holy prieſt is with him: 
Watch to receive them at the'weftern gate, 10 
And privately conduct them to my chamber. Fx. 

Myr. farting up.) O torment! racks 1 andflmes! 

then ſhe expects him UDO £3 402 
With open arms! Am I caſt out for ever, 
For ever muſt defpair, unlefs I ſnatch 
The preſent moment? She is all prepar'd, 
Her wiſhes waking, and her heart on fire ! ; 
That pow'rful thought ſweeps heav'n and hell before it, 
And lays all open to the prince of Egypt 
Forn to enjoy whatever he deſires, JELLY 
And fling fear, anguiſh, and reniorſe; belünd him. 
I ſee her midnight dreſs, her flowing hair, 4 
Her ſlacken'd boſom, her relenting mien, 
All the forbidden forms of day flung off 
For yielding ſoftneſs— 0, I'm all confuſion ! 
Vol. II. D 
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I ſhiver in each joint {- Ah! ſhe was made. ef 
To juſtify the blackeſt crimes; and gil 
Ruin and death with her hr tata 
Aul. You'll force her then? | 

Mxr. Thou villain but to think it. 

No; Ti ſolicit her with all my pow'r 3 
Conqueſt and crowns ſhall ſparkle in her ſight. 
If ſhe conſent, thy prince is bleſs'd iydeed,, 
Takes wings, and tow'rs above mortality: 17 
If ſhe reſiſt, I put an end to pain, | WF 
And lay my breathleſs body at her feet. | 


MANDANE paſing at a diſtance to her chamber, 
Myron meets her. 


Mand. Is this well done, my Lord? | | 
Myr. Condemn me not | 
Before you hear me: let this poſture tell vou, 
I'm not ſo guilty as perhaps your fears, 
Your commendable, modeſt fears, ſuſpect. 
Nay, do not go; you know not what you do; 
1 wou'd receive a favour, not conftrain it : 
Return; or good Nicanor, beſt of Fathers, 
Shall charne you with the murder of his friend. 
Mand. And dare you then pronounce that ſacred name, 
And yet perſiſt! were you his mortal foe 
What cou'd your malice more? 
Mr. O fair Mandane ! 
F know my fault; I know your virtue too; 
But ſuch the violence of my diſorder, 
That I dare tempt ev'n you. Methinks that guilt 
Has ſomething lovely which proclaims your pow'r— 
But touch me with your hand, I die with bliſs. 
Why ſwells your eye? By heav'n, I'd rather ſee; 
All aature mourn, than you let fall a tear. 
1 own I'm mad, but I am mad of love: 
You can't condemn me more than I myſelf; 
In that we are agreed; agree in all. 
Condemn, but pity me; reſcnt, but yield; 
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For, oh, 1 burn, I rave, I die, with love! 


Man. O Sir! 
Myr. Nay, do not weep ſo; it will kill me: 
This moment, while I fpeak, my eyes are darken'd; 
cannot ſee thee, and my trembling limbs 
Refuſe to bear their · weight; all left of life 
Is that I love. If Tove was in our pow'r, 
The fault were mine; fince not, you muſt comply. 
How godlike to beftow-more heav'nly joys _, 
Than you can think, and I ſapport, and live! 
Mand. O how can you abuſe your ſacred regſon, 
That particle of heav'n, that ſoul of Jove, - 
To varniſh o'er and paint ſo black a crime : 
O Prince! 
Myr. What ſays Mandane ? 
Mand. Sir, obſerve me: 
My burſting fighs, and ever A tears, 
Your noble nature has with pity ſeen ; 
But wou'd they not work deeper in your foul, 
Were you convinc'd my forrows flow for you 2 
For you, my Lord, they flow; for I am ſafe, . 
(1 know you are ſurpris'd:) they flow for you; 
Myron, my father's friend, my prince, my gueſt— 
Myron, my guardian god, attempts my peace, 
And need I farther. reaſon for theſe tears? | 
Nature affords no object of concern | 
So great as to behold a gen'rous mind, 


Driv'n by a ſudden guſt, and daſh'd on guilt—— | 


"Tis baſe ; you ought not: *tis mera rd q 
You cannot—Make neceſſity your choice; 
Nor let one moment of defeated guilt, 

Of ſruitleſs baſeneſs, overthrow the glory 
Your whole illuſtrious life has dearly bought 
In toilſome marches and in fields of blood. 


Enter AULETEs, and ſervants. 
Aul. My Lord, your life's beſet; the room beneath. 
Is throng'd with ruffians, who but wait the fignal, 
D 2 
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To ruſh and ſheath their daggers in your heart. 
Mr. Betray'd ! Curs'd ſorcereſs ! it was a pot 

Concerted by them all to take my life, 

And this the bait to n me to the toil, 

She dies. 
Aul. No; "firſt enjoy, then murder her— 

Fruſt to my conduct, and you ſtill are ſafe, 

They are all maſk'd, I have my vizor too: 

But time is ſhort; for once confide in me. 

Lou, Sir, for ſafety, fly to your apartment: 

[ To the un 

You bear Mandane to her clofet=You [To ſervants. 

Speed to the ſouthern gate, and burſt it open. © 
As the Servants ſeize Mandane, He gives the fignal. 

She is borne off. 


Enter RamesEs and conſpirators, maſked. 

Ram. The villain fled? perdition intercept him! 
Diſperſe, fly ſeveral ways; let each man bear 
A ſteady point, well levell'd at his heart. 

If he eſcapes us now, ſucceſs attend him; 
May he for ever triumph. 
[4s they paſi the ſtage in confuſion, AULETES | 
enters maſked among them, 

Aul. Ha! why halt you? | 
Purſue, purſue, even now I ſaw the monſter, 
The villain, Myron, with theſe eyes I ſaw him, 
Bearing his prize ſwift to the weſtern gate: 


There, there it burſt, | LA noiſe without, 
All. Away; purſue, | 
ul, Tis one 3 ien [Without. 


Advance the maſſy bar, and all is ſafe; 
Stand here, and with your lives defend the paſs. 


Enter MyRoN. 


Myr. I ſhall at leaſt have time for vengeance on her, 
And then I care not if I die, Barbarians! 
Their ſwords are pointed at my life! Tis well! 
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But I will give them an excuſe for murder; A 
Such, ſuch a cauſe—OfF, love, and ſoft , 
Harden each ſinew of my heart to ſteel : 
I'll do, what done will ſhock myſelf, and thoſe 
Whom time ſets fartheſt from this dreadful hour. - 


Enter MANDANE, forced in by AULETE 8. 


Mand. Zy all the pow're that canrevenge a falſehood, 
I'm innocent from any thoughts of blood. 
Myr. mum in arms? 
"Tis falſe. 1 D 
Mand. Ah, let wy life ſufficetyou for the wrong 
You charge upon me! O my royal maſter! - | 
My ſafety, from all ill! my great defender! 
Or did my father but inſult my tears, 
And give me to your care to ſuffer wrong? 
Kill me, but not your friend, but not my father; 
He loves us both, and my ſevere diftreſs 
Will ſcarce more deeply wound him than your guilt; 
(Myron wald, paſſionately ata di lance. 
Myr. Slaves! areyouſwornagainſtme? m her voice, 
And bear her to my chamber, s 
Mand. O Sir! O Myron! 
Behold my tears Here | will fix for ever 
I claſp your feet and grow into the earth 
O cut me, bew me give to evVry limb 
A ſeparate death but ſpare my ſpotleſs virtue — 
But ſpare my fame you wound to diſtant: 
And thro' all time my memory will bleed. 
Myr. Diſtraction! all the pains of hell are on me! 
[ Ar ſervants force in Mandane. 
Mand. O-Memnon! O my lord! —my life! where 
art thou? ([She is borne off. 
Myron expreſſes ſudden ben and ſurpriſe ; 
lands a while fix'd in aſtoniſhment; then a 
_ . Myr. As many accidents concur to work 
My paſſions up to this unheard- of crime, 
As if the gods deſign'd mt; it then 
3 
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* "I ka not mine. Memnon —ſaid Ge not 


. neee ee wot eee 
| My Telex began ia ſtagger t but tis over ··— 
| Boe Heav'n blaſt me if T thought it poſſible 

| I could be ſtill more curꝰd That hated dog, 
ö Her lord, her life I thank her for my 

: 


Of all remorſe and pity; this has left me 

þ Without a check, and throwen the looſen'd reins 

; On my wild paſſion; to un headiong on, 

Aud initheir-ruinquench a double fire, 

Ihe blended rage of vengeance and of love. 
Peſtruction full of tranſport l lo, lose 
Swift on the wing, to meet my certain doom 
I know the danger, and t know the ſhame; | 
But like our phœnix, in ſo rich a flame 
I plunge triumphant my'devoted head, 
And doat on death in that ere bed. 
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{8 Enter MYRON in the utniof diſorder, wee 
i i | «without light, &c. Walks 45 — before he 
wo | Jas; — 
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Her. {FORTH let no man truſt the firſt falſe tep 
Of guilt# it hangs upon a precipice | ' 

Whoſe ſteep deſcent in laſt perdition ends. 
How far am l plung'd down beyond all thought 
Which 1 this ev'ning fram'd !——ut be it fo: 
Conſummate horror! guilt beyond a name! 
Dare not, my foul, repent; in thee repentance 
| Were ſecond guilt, and thou blaſphem'ſt juſt Heav'n, 

1 By hoping mercy. Ab! my pain will ceaſe 
108 When gods want pow'r to puniſh, —Ha!- the dawn— 
Riſe never more, O ſun! let night prevail; 
Eternal darkneſs clofe the world's wide ſcene, 
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And hide me from Nicanor and' omg 
Who's there! | | 6 404733; 1 


Enter Avizrt = 


Aul. My lord! A 690194 46 abiam it , f 
Myr. Auletes! | 
Aul. Guard your life. | 
The houſe is rous'd; the ſervants are alarm 'd; 
The gliding tapers dart from room to room; 
Solemn confuſion, and a trembling haſte, 
Mix'd with pale horror, glares on every face: 
The ſtrengthen'd foe has ruſſid upon your guard, 
And cut their paſſage thro' them to the gate. 
Implacable Rameſes leads them on, 
Breathing revenge, and panting for your blood. 
Myr. Why let them come, let in the raging torrent: 
I wiſh the world wou'd riſe in arms againſt me; 
For I muſt die, and I would die in ſtate. 


The doors are burſt open: Servants paſt the flage in 
tumult 5 Rameſes, Oc. | puirffue Myron';s guards 
over the ſtage; then 


NAI nds nocss enter, meeting. 


Ram. Where is the Prince? 
Fyph. The monſter ſtands at bay; 

We can no more than ſhut him from eſcape 
Till further force arrive. 

Ram. O my Syphoces! |, + 

Syph. This is a grief, but not for words, 
Does ſhe ſtill live? | 

Ram. She lives!—But O how blefs'd. | 8 
Are they which are no more! By ſtealth I ſaw her; . 
Caſt on the ground in mourning weeds ſhe hes; 
Her torn and looſen'd treſſes ſhade her round, 
Thro' which her face, all pale, as ſhe were dead, 
Gleams like a ſickly moon; too great her grief 
For words or tears! but ever and anon, 
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After a dreadful, ſtill, infidious calm, - 

Collecting all her breath, long, long ſuppreſs'd, 

She ſobs her ſoul out in a lengthen'd groan, 

So ſad, it breaks the heart of all that hear, 

And ſends her maids in agonies away. Sen, 
Syph. O tale too mournful to be AE on! 
Ram. Hold 

No, let her virgins weep; forbear, Syphocce; 

Tear out an eye, but damp not our revenge: 

Diſpatch your letters. I'll go comfort her. | | 

[ 4 ſervant ſpeaks afide to Rameſes. Exit Svph.. 

And has ſhe then commanded none approach her? 

I'm ſorry for it; but j cannot blame her. a 

Such is the dreadful ill, that it converts 

All offer d cure into a new diſeaſe; 

Its ſuns our love, and comfort gives her pain. 


g o , 
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"Re-enter SYPHOCES. 


* 
S$yph. Your father is return'd; redundant Nile, Y 
Broke from its channel, overſwells the paſs, 
And ſends him back to wait the water's fall. 
Ram. And is he then return d Il tremble for 
| bim.— 
I ſee his white head rolling in the duſt: 
But haſte, it is our duty to receive him. LExit. 


Enter MYRON. 


Myr. 1 feel a pain of which I am not worthy, 
A pain, an anguifh; which the honeſt man 
Alone deſerves.-ls it not wondrous ſtrange 
That I, who ſtabb'd the very heart of nature, 
Should have ſurviving aught of man about me? 
And yet, I know not how, of gratitude 
And friendſhip ſtill the tubborn ſparks ſurvive, 
And poor Nicanor's torments pierce my ſoul. 
Confuſion? he's return'd. | [Starting 


KING OF EG Yy r. 45 


Enter Nic ax o. J 


Nic. My Prince— { Advancing to embrace Myron. 
Myr. My friend [Turning aſide and biding bieface. 
Nic. I interrupt you, Si 
Myr. I had thee there, [Smiting his breaſt. 
Before thou cam'ſt, my thoughts were bent upon thee, 
Nic. O Sir, you are too kind! 
Myr. Death! tortures! hell! Vd. 
Nic. What ſays my prince? 
Myr. A ſudden pain, 
To which I'm ſubject, ſtruck acroſs my heart: 
'Tis paſt ; I'm well again. 
Nic. Heav'n guard your health. 
Myr. Doſt thou then wiſh it? 
Nic. Am I diſtruſted ! 
Then when I ſav'd your life, I did the leaſt 
I &er would do to ſerve you. 
Myr. Barbarous man | 
Nic. What have I done, my prince? which way 
Has not my life, my ſoul, been n | 
Myr. Oh!—oh! 


Nic. By Heav'n I'm wrong'd / ſneak, and l' clear | 


myſelf. . .. [Takes him by the hand. 
Myr. I'm poiſon and deſtruction: curſe thy gods 
I'll kill thee in compaſſhon, Oh my brain 
Away, away, away! , {Sboves him from him, gong. 
Nic. Do, kill me, prince 
You ſhall not go; I do demand the cauſe | 
Which has put forth thy hand againſt thy father! 
For thus provok'd, I' do myſelf the juſtice | 
To tell thee, youth, that I deſerve that name; 
Nor have thy parents lov'd thee more than I. | 
Myr. | hear them; they are on me. Looſe thy hold, 
Or I will plant my dagger in thy breaſt! 
Nic. Your dagger's needleſs! O ungrateful boy 
Myr. Forgive me, father! O my foul bleeds for thee ! 
[ Embrace. 


— — 
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| [ds he is going out, AULETES meets men and Speaks 
0 to him àſide. | 


What, no efcape? on ev'ry fide inclos'd ? 
PA Then I reſolve to periſſſ by his hand: 
"Tis juſt I ſhould, and meaner death I ſcorn. 
But how to work him to my fate, to ſting 
His paſſion up ſo high, will be a taſk | 
To me ſevere, as difficult as ftrange. 
Support me, cruel heart; it muſt be done. [ A/ide. 
Nic. Now, from my very ſoul, I cannot tell 
But *tis enchantment all; for things fo ſtrange 
Have happen'd, T might well Tiſtruit my ſenſe; 
But if mine eyes are true, I plainly read 
A heart in anguiſh, and I muſt confeſs 
Your grief is juf—lIt was inhuman in you— 
But tell the cauſe ; unravel from the bottom 
The myſtery that has embroil'd our loves; 
(For ſtill, my prince, I love, ſince you repent ;) 
What aceident depriv'd me of my friend, 
. And loſt you to yourſelf! 
Myr. A traitor's ſight! 
Nic. Beneath my roof? 
Myr. Beneath thy very helmet : 
Thou art a traitor. Guard thyſelf. (Draws. 
Nic. DiftraQion ! © — SM 
Traitor !—for ſtanding by your father” $ throne, 
And ſtemming the wild ſtream that roars againſt it 
Of rebel-ſubje&ts/ and of foreign foes? 
For training thee to glory and to war ? 
For taking thee from out thy mother's arms 
A mortal child, and kindling in thy ſoul - 
The noble ardors of a future god? 
Farewel, I dare not truſt my temper more. 
Myr. Grey- headed, venerable traitor ! 
I ey | 


Enter RaMESES. 


Ram. Ha! 
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Turn, turn, blaſphemer, and repreſs thy taunts; 
All provocation's needleſs but thy ſight. x 
| [ He aſſaults the prince; Nicanor Wider bim. 
Nic. Forbear, my fon. | 
Ram, Forbear ? 
Nic. If I am calm, 
Your rage ſhould ceaſe. 
Ram, No; 'tis my own revenge : | 
Unleſs, Sir, you diſown me for your ſon. 
Nic. Thy (word againſt thy prince! - 
Ram, A villain ! | | [ 
Nic. Hold! _.- 
Ram. The worſt of villains ! 
Nic. Tis too much. | 
Nam. O father !— 
Nic. What would thou? 2 
Nam. Sir, your daughter 
Nic. Rightly thought: n 
She beſt can comfort me in all my forrow : | 
Call, call Mandane ; to behold my child, 
Would cheer me in the.agonies of death : 
Call her, Rameſes— Am I diſobey'd? 
Ram. O Sir 
Nic. What mean thoſe tranſports of concern? 
Ram. Tho' I'm an outcaſt from your love, I weep 
To open your black ſcene of miſery, 
Nic. Where will this end?—O my foreboding heart! 
Ram. Should he to whom, as to a god, at parting, 
You gave, with ſtreaming eyes, your ſoul's delight, 
While yet your laſt embrace was warm about him, 
Gloomy and dreadful as this ſtormy night 
Ruſh on your child, your comfort, your Mandane, 
All ſweet and lovely as the bluſhing morn; 
Seize her by force, now trembling, breathleſs, pale, 
Proſtrate in anguiſh, tearing up the earth, 
Imploring, ſhrieking to the gods and you 
O hold, my brain! Lock there, and think the reſt. 


I ĩê oe — — 
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The back ene opens. A darken'd re ; a | 


bed, and the curtains drawn. Women paſs out, 
weeping, &c. Nicanor fall: back on Rameſes. 


Nic. Is't poſſible my child ! my only daughter! 
The growth of my own life! that ſweeten'd age 
And pain !--O nature bleeds within me! 

 Mand. Weep not, my virgins; ceaſe your uſeleſs tears; 
Kindneſs is thrown away upon deſpair, : 

And but provokes the forrow it would eaſe. 

Nic. Aſſiſt me forwards. | | 

Mand. Moſt unwelcome news ! | 
Is he return'd? The gods ſupport my father. 

I now begin to wiſh he lov'd me leſs. 

Nic. There, there ſhe pierc'dthevery tend'reſt nerve, 
She pities me, dear babe; ſhe pities me: 
Through all the raging tortures of her ſoul 
She feels my pain! But hold, my heart, to thank her; 
Then burſt at once, and let the pangs of death 
Put Myron from my thought. ' [ Goes to ber, 

Mand. Severeſt fate | 
Has done its worſt—I've drawn my father's tears,— 

Nic. Forbear to call me by that tender name; 
Since Ican't help thee, I would fain fo 
Thou art a part of me---it only ſharpens 
Thoſe pangs, which, if a ſtranger, I ſhould feel. 
O ſpare me, my Mandane : to behold'thee 
In ſuch exceſs of ſorrow, quite deſtroys me; 

And I ſhall die, and leave thee unreveng'd. 

Mand. O Sir, there are misfortunes moſt ſevere, 
Which yet can bear the light, and, well ſuſtain'd, 
Adorn the ſifferer,—But this affliction 
Has made deſpair a virtue, and demands 
Utter extinction, and eternal night, 

As height of happineſs. Scene Jouts on them. 


| Enter Sy PHOCEs.. 
Nam. O my Syphoces ! 
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Syph. And does this move you, does this melt you 
And pour you out in ſorrow? then fly far, (down, 
Ere Memnon comes ; he comes with fluſhing cheek, 
And beating heart, to bear a bride away, 
And bleſs his fate = how dreadfully deceiv'd! 
Ram. The melancholy ſcene at length begins. 


Enter Ms MN ON. 


Mem. O give me leave 
To yield to nature, and indulge my joy, 
My friend! my brother! O the ecſtaſy 
That fires my veins, and dances at my heart— 
You love me not, if you refuſe to join 
In all the juſt extravagance and flight 
Of boundleſs tranſport, on this happy hour. 
Where is my ſoul, my bliſs, my lovely bride ! 
Call, call her forth; O haſte, the prieſt expects us, 
And ev'ry moment is a crime to love, 
Ram. Speak to him, Pry'thee ſpeak. {To Syph. 
Syph. By heav'n I cannot. 
Mem, What can this mean? 
Ram. Syphoces. 
Syph. Nay, Rameſes. 
Mem. By all the gods they ſtruggle with their 
ſorrows, 
And ſwallow down their tears to hide them from-me, 
By friendſhip's ſacred name, I charge you ſpeak. 


[They lock on him with the utmoſt concern, and go 
out on different ſides of the ſtage. 


Wag ever man thus left to dreadful thought, 
And all the horrors of a black ſurmiſe ! 
What wo is this too big to be expreſs'd ? 
O my ſad heart! why bod'ſt thou ſo ſeverely ? 
Mandane's life's in danger! there indeed, | 
Fortune, I fear thee ſtill; her beauties arm thee, 
Her virtues make thee dreadful to my thought: 
But for my love, how I could laugh at fate! 

Vol. II. E 
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Enter a ſervant, and gives him a paper. He reads. 


Enter RAMESEs. Memnon ſevoons, and falls 
on Rameſes. 


Ram. Twere happy if his ſoul wou'd ne'er return: 
The gods may ſtill be merciful in this. 
His lids begin to riſe, How fares my friend? 

Mem. Did Myron feel my pangs, you'd pity him. 


Enter SYPHOCES, 


Syph. Fainting beneath th' oppreſſion of her grief, 
| This way Mandane ſeeks the freſher air: 
3 Let us withdraw; 't will pain her to be ſeen, 
3 And moſt of all by you. 
or Mem. By my own heart 


| 
| | IT judge, and am convinc'd.—-I dare not ſee her, 
| | ih The fight wou'd ſtrike me dead. 
ö [As Memnon i going, Mandane meets him : both 
| art back: ſhe ſhrieks. Memnon recovers himſelf, 
4 and falls at her knees, embracing them: he tries 
i | to diſengage: he not permitting, ſhe raiſes him: 
| he takes her paſſianately in his arms: They con- 
tinue ſpeechleſs and motionleſs for ſome time. 
Ram, Was ever mournful interview like this? 
See how they writhe with anguiſh ! hear them groan! 
See the large ſilent dew run trickling down, 
As from the weeping marble; paſſion choaks 
Their words, and they're the ſtatues of deſpair! 
Mem. O my Mandane ! 
| [At this ſhe viclonily breaks from him, and exit. 
. But one moment more, | 
[As Memnon lung, Rameſes holds him. 
Ram. Brother— 
Mem, Forgive me— 
Ram. You're to blame, 
Mem. Look there, [Painting aſter ber- 
My hearr: is burſting. 
Ram. With revenge ? 
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Mem, And love. 
Ram. Revenge! 
Mem, One dear embrace, *twill edge my ſword. 
$yph. No, Memnon; if our ſwords now want an edge, 
They'll want for ever; to this ſpot I charm thee, 
By the dread words, Revenge and Liberty ! 
This is the crifis of our fates; this moment 
The guardian gods of Egypt hover o'cr us; 
They watch to ſee us act like prudent men, 
And ont of ills extract our happineſs, 
My friends, theſe dire calamities, like poiſon, 
May have their wholeſome uſe ! This ſad occaſion, 
If manag'd artfully, revives our hopes; 
It gives Nicanor to our finking faction, 
And ſtill the tyrant ſhakes. 
Ram. My father comes: 
Or ſnatch this moment, or deſpair for ever. 
While paſſions glow, the heart, like heated ſteel, 
Takcs each impreſſion, and is work'd at pleaſure, 


Enter N1iCANOR. 


Nic. Why have the gods choſe out my weakeſt hours 
To ſet their terrors in array againſt me? 
This wou'd beat down the vigour of my youth, 
Much more grey heirs, and life worn down fo low. 
Vain man! to be ſo fond of breathing long, 
And ſpinning out a thread of mifery: 
The longer life, the greater choice of evil. 
The happieſt man is but a wretched thing, 
That ſteals poor comfort from compariſon ; ; 
What then am 1? Here will I fit me down, 
Brood o'er my cares, and think myſelf to death. 
Draw near, Rameſes ; I was raſh erewhile, 
And chid thee without cauſe—How many years 
Have I been cas'd in ſteel ? 

Ram, Full threeſcore years 
Have chang'd the ſeaſons o'er your creſted brow, 
And leen your „ dy'd in hoſtile blood. 
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Nic. How many triumphs fince the Kinghasreign'd ? 
Ram. They number juſt your battles, one for one. 
Mic. True, I have follow'd the rough trade of war 
With ſome ſucceſ>; and can, without a bluſh, 
Review the ſhaken fort, and ſanguine plain. 
I have thought pain a pleaſure, thirſt and toil 
Bleft objects of ambition. I remember 
(Nor do my foes forget that bloody day) 
When the barb'd arrow from my gaping thigh 
Was wrenched with labour, I diſdain'd to groan 
Becauſe I ſuffer'd for Bukiris' ſake 

Ram. The king is not to blame. 

Nic, Is not the prince his ſon ? 

Ram. But in himſelf, 

Nic. And has he loſt his guilt, [Ri/ing in a paſſion. 
*Cauſe he has injtur'd me? Erewhile thy blood 
Was kindled at his name—Didſt thou not tell me 
A ſhameful black defign on poor Amelia ? 

O Memnon ! what a glorious race is this, 
To make the gods a party in our cauſe, 
And draw down bleffings on us ! 

Mem. He that ſupports them 
In fuch black crimes, is ſharer of their guilt. 

Nic. Point out the man, and with theſe wither'd 
Fd fly upon his throat, tho* he were lodg'd {hands 
Within the eircle of Buſiris' arms. 

Ram. He that prevents it not when in his pow Ty 
Supports them in their courſe of flaming guilt ; 

And you are he. 

Nic. Thou rav'ſt. 

Syph. The army's yours, 
I've ſounded every chief; but wave your finger, 
Thouſands fall off the tyrant's fide, and leave him 
Naked of help, and open to deſtruction : 
But ſweep his minions, cut a padder's throat, 
Or lop a ſycophant, the work is done. 
Nic. What wou'd you have me do? 

Alem. Let not your heart 


KING OF EGYPT 53 


Fly off from your own thought; be truly great; 
Reſent your country's ſufferings as your own. 
A gen'rous ſoul is not confin'd at home, 
But ſpreads itſelf abroad o'er all the public, 
And feels for every member ofthe land, 
What have we ſeen for twenty rolling years, 
But one long track of blood ? or, what is worſe, 
Throng'd dungeons pouring forth perpetual groans, 
And free-born men oppreſs'd ! Shall half mankind 
Be doom'd to curſe the moment of their birth? 
Shall all the mother's fondneſs be employ'd 
To rear them up to bondange, give them ſtrength 
To bear afflictions and ſupport their chains? 
Syph. Fo you the valiant youth muſt humbly bend, 
| [ Kneeling, 
And beg that Nature's gifts, the vig'rous nerve, 
And graceful port, deſign'd to bleſs the world, 
And take your great example in the field, 
May not be forc'd by !-wdneſs in high place 
To other toils, to labour for diſeaſe, 
To wither in a loath'd embrace, and die 
At an inglorious diſtance from the foe, 
' Ram. To you Amelia liſts her hands for ſafety. 
[ Kneeling, 
Mem. To you—to you [| Bur/ling ints tears. 
Nic. By Heav'n he cannot ſpeak.—l underſtand thee, 
Riſe - riſe my ſon. Riſeall; your work is done; 
They periſh all, theſe creatures of my ſword. 
Have I not ſeen whole armies vaulted o'er 
With flying jav'lins, which ſhut out the day, 
And fell in rattling ſtorms at my command, 
To ſlay, and bury, proud Buſiris' foe? 
He lives and reigns, for I have been his friend; 
But I'll unmake him, and plough up the ground 
Where his proud palace ſtands. Exit. 
Mem. O my Mandane! 
The gods by dreadful means beſtow ſucceſs, 
And in their vengeance moſt ſeverely bleſs : 
E 3 
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From thy bright ſtreaming eyes our triumphs flow, 
The tyrant falls, Mandane ftrikes the blow. 

So the fair moon, when ſeas ſwell high, and pour 
A waſteful deluge on the trembling ſhore, 

Inſpires the tumult from her clouded throne, £ 


Where filent, penſive, pale, ſhe fits alone, 
And all the diftant ruin is her own. 


LOCTY. SCENE L 


The Field. 


Enter BUSIRIS and AULETES. An alarum at 
| a diſtance. 


Bos rTRISV. 
8 the voice of war ! though loud the 
found 

It faintly ſpeaks the language of my heart; 
It whiſpers what I mean. But ſay, Auletes, 
What urge theſe forlorn rebels in excuſe 
For chuſing ruin? 

Aul. Various their complaints; 
But ſome are loud, that while your heavy hand 
Preſſes whole millions with inceſfant toil, 
{Toils fitter far for beaſts than human creatures) 
In building wonders for the world to gaze at, 
Weeds are their ſood, their cup the muddy Nile. 

Buf. Do they not build for me? let that reward them. 
Yes, I will build more wonders to be gaz'd at, 
And temper all my cement with their blood. 
Whoſe pains and art reform'd the puzzled year, 
Thus drawing down the fun to human uſe, 
And making him their ſervant? who pufh'd off 
With mountain dams the broad redundant Nile, 
Deſcended from the moon, and bid it wander 
A ftranger ſtream in unaccuſtom'd ſhores ? 
Who from the Ganges to the Danube reigns ? 
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But virtues are forgot - Away to arms ! 
] call to mind my glorious anceſtry, 
Which, for ten thouſand rolling years renown'd, 
Shines up ĩnto eternity itſelf, 
And ends among the gods. An alarun. 


Enter ME MNON. 


Aul. The rebel braves us. 

Buf. Hold, let our weapons thirſt one moment longer, 
And death ſtand fill *till he receives my nod. 
Whom meet I in the midſt of my own realm, 

With bold defiance on his brow ? 

Mem. The ſlave, 

Whom dread Buſiris lately laid in chains, 
An emblem of his country. 

Buf. Is it thus 
You thank my royal bounty ? 

Mem. Thus you thank'd 
The good Artaxes, thus you thank'd my father. 

Buf. What have done, conclude moſt right and juſt; 
For I have done it; and the gods alone 
Shall aſk me Why: thou liv'ſt, altho” they fell; 

And if they fell unjuſtly, greater thanks 
Are due from thee, whom ev'n injuſtice ſpar'd. 

Mem. Thy kindneſſes are wrongs; they mean to ſoothe 
My injur'd ſoul, and ſteal it from revenge. 

Buſ. Turn back thine eye, behold thy troops are thin, 
Thy men are rarely ſprinkled o'er the field, 

And yet thou carrieft millions on thy tongue. 

Mem. All thy blood-thirſty fword has laid in. duſt 
Are on my ſide; they come in bloody ſwarms, 

And throng my banners; thy unequal'd crimes 
Have made thee weak, and rob my victory ,— 

Buf. Ha! 

Mem. Nay, ſtamp not, tyrant; I can ſtamp as loud, 
And raiſe as many demons at the found, - 

Buf. I wear a diadem. 


Mem. And 1 a ſword. 
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Buſ. Yet, yet ſubmit; I give thee life. 
Mem, Secure your own : 

No more, Buſiris; bid the ſun farewell. 

Buf. Buſiris and the fun ſhould ſet together: 
I this day's angry gods ordain my fate, 
Know thou, I fall like ſome vaſt pyramid; 

I bury thouſands in my great deſtruction, 

And thou the firſt—Slave! in the front of battle, 

There thou ſhalt find me. 

Mem. Thou ſhalt find me there, 

And have well paid that gratitude I owe, [ Exeunt. 


A continued alarum. 


Enter My.RON ard N1CANOR, meeting. 

Nic. Does not mine eye ſtrike horror through thy ſoul, 
And ſhake the weapon from-thy trembling arm ? 
Baſe boy! the foulneſs of thy guilt ſecures thee 
From my reproach, I dare not name thy crime, 

Myr. Old man, didſt thou ſtand up in thy own cauſe, 
I then ſhould be afraid of fourſcore years, 

And tremble at grey hairs: but ſince thy frenzy 
Has lent thoſe venerable locks to caſt 

A gloſs of virtue on the blackeſt crime, 
Accurſt rebellion! this-gives back my heart, 
With all its rage, and l'm a man again. 

Nic. Come on, and uſe that force in arms I taught 
I'll now reſume the life I gave ſo late. [thee; 

Myr. 1 grieve thou haſt but half a life to loſe, 
And doſt defraud my vengeance—At my touch 
Thou moulder'ſt into duſt, and art forgotten. 

[ Preparing to fight, Myron tops ſhort, 
Ah no! I cannot fight with thee; begone, 
And ſhake elſewhere ; thou canft not want a death 
In ſuch a field, tho' I refuſe it to thee, 
Rameſes, Memnon, give them to my ſword, 
Suſtain'd by thouſands ; but to fly from thee, 
From thee, moſt injur'd man, fhall be my praiſe, 


And riſe above the conqueſt of my foes. 
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Nic. Tis not old age, th' avenging gods purſue thee! _ 
He retires before Nie AN OR off the age. A hud 


alarum. 


Enter Bus ix is and AULETES in purſuit, 


 Buf. Tis well, I like this madneſs of the field: 
Let heighten'd horrors, and a waſte of death, 
Inform the world Buſiris is in arms. 
But then 1 grudge the glory of my ſword 
To ſlaves and rebels; while they die by me, 
They cheat my vengeance, and ſurvive in fame, 
Aul. 1 panted after in the paths of death, 
And cou'd not but from far behold your plume 
O'erſhadow ſlaughter'd heaps, while your bright helm 
Struck a diſti:guiſh'd terror through the field, 
The diſtant legions trembling as it blaz'd. 
Bu ſ. Think not a crown alone lights up my name, 
My hand is deep in fight. Forbid it, Ifis! 
That whilſt Bufiris treads the ſanguine field, 
The foremoſt ſpirit of his hoſt ſhou'd conquer 
But by example, and beneath the ſhade 
Of this hizh-brandiſh'd arm. DidR thou e'er fear? ? 
Sure tis an art; I know not how to fear. 
"Tis one of the few things beyond my power; 
And if death muſt be fear d before *tis felt, 
Thy maſter is immortal, O Aulete 
But while I ſpeak, they live! 
Where fall the ſounding cataracts of Nile, 
The mountains tremble, and the waters boil; 
Like them I'll ruſh, like them my fury pour, 
And give the future world one wonder more, 
Exeunt. 


Enter My Rox engaged with a party; his plume is 
ſmitten off. He drives the foe, and returns. 


Myr. W hen death's ſo near, but dares not venture 
"Tis Heav'n's regard, a kind of ſalutation, {on us, 
Which to ourſelves our own importance ſhews:— 


0 
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Faint as I am, and almoſt ſick of blood, 

There is one cordial would revive me ſtill; 

The fight of Memnon; place that fiend before me 
[ Exit. 


Enter MEMNON. 


Mem, Where, where's the prince? O give him to 
my ſword! 
His tall white plume, which like a high- wrought foam 
Floated on the tempeſtuous ſtream of fight, | 
Shew'd where he ſwept the field; I follow'd ſwift, 
But my approach has turn'd him into air, 


Enter MyRoN. 


The fight but now begins! 
Myr. Why, who art thou? 
Mem. Prince, Il am 
Myr. Memnon. [Diſdainfully, 
Mem. No—1'm Mandane. | 
Myr. Ha! 
Mem. She's here, ſhe's here, ſhe's all; her wrongs 
and virtues! 
[Striking his own head and breaft. 
Virtues and wrongs! thou worſe than murderer! 
Myr. I charge thee name her not, forbear the croak 
With that ill-omen'd note. | 
Mem. Mandane! 
Myr. Be it ſo. 
When I reflect on her mean love for thee, 
And plot againſt my life, my pain is leſs, 
Mem. Tis falſe ; ſhe meant, ſhe knew it not; Ra- 
He, only he, was conſcious of the thought, [meſes, 
Myr. Then I'm a wretch indeed! 
Mem. As ſuch I'll uſe thee: . 
I'll cruſh thee like ſome poiſon on the earth, 
Then haſte and cleanſe me in the blood of men. 
Myr. I thank thee for this ſpirit which exalts thee 
Into a foe I need not bluſh to meet, 
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Now, from my ſoul, it joys me thou art found, 
And found alive; by Heav'n, ſo much I hate thee, 
I fear'd that thou waſt dead, and hadſt eſcap'd me: 
I'll drench my ſword in thy deteſted blood, 
Or ſoon make thee immortal by my own. 
Villain! 
Mem. Myron! 
Myr. Rebel! 


Mem. Myron! [They fight. 
Myr. Heu! : 


Mem. Mandane! [Myron falls. 
Myr. Juſt the blow; and juſter ſtill, 

Becauſe imbitter'd to me by that hand 

I moſt deteſt ; which gives my ſoul an earneſt 

Of moſt unfathomable woes to come, 

That dreadful dowry for my dreadful love. 

I leave the world my miſery's example 

If us'd aright, no trivial legacy. [Dies. 


Enter SYPHOCES, 


Syph. My Lord, | bring you moſt-unwelcome news: 
As poor Mandane wander'd near the field, 
In hope to ſee her injuries reveng'd, 
Thoughtleſs of any ſuff*rings but the paſt, 
A party of the foe ſaw, ſeiz'd, and bore her off, 
Mem. Vengeance and conqueſt now are trivial things; 
Love made their prize. Tis impious in my foul 
To entertain a thought-but of her reſcue. 
Now, now, I plunge into the thickeft war, 
As ſome bold diver fram a precipice 
Into mid ocean, to regain a gem 
Whoſe loſs impoveriſh'd kings, to bring it back, 
Or ſce the day no more. [Exeunt, 


Enter MANDANE priſoner. 


Mand. A gen'rous foe will hear his captive ſpeak; 
A benefit thus kneeling I implore : 


Let one of all thoſe ſwords that glitter round me, 
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Vouchſafe to hide its point within my breaſt. 


Enter MEMMON. 


Mem. Ah, villains! curſed atheiſts! can you bear 
That poſture from that form? What, what are numbers, 
When. I behold thoſe eyes! Not mine the glory, 

That fingly thus I quell a hoſt of foes. 
Inhuman robbers! O bring back my foul! 
[They force her off; he ruſhes in upon them, 
and is taken. 
Poor comfort to mankind, that they can loſe 
"Their lives but once—but, oh! a thouſnad times 
Be torn from what they love. 


— —— — . A — -r ] 24. 
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= Ram. Far have I waded in the bloody field, 
l Laborious through the ſtubborn ranks of war, 
1 And trac'd thee in a labyrinth of death: 
4 But thus to find thee better find thee dead! 
Theſe ſlaves will uſe thee ill. 
Mem. Of that no more; | f 
Myron is dead, and by this arm. 1 
Ram. I thank thee, 
All my few ſpirits left exult with joy. 
I'll chace and ſcourge him thro' the lower world. 
Mem. Alas, thou bleed'ſt! 
Ram. Curſe on the tyrant's ſword, 
I bleed to death; but cou'd not leave the world 
Without a laſt embrace. Juſt now I met 
The poor Mandane. 
Mem. Quickly ſpeak. What ſaid ſhe ? 
Ram. Nothing of comfort. Ceaſe to aſk me farther, 
If you meet more, your meeting will be fad— 
Your arm, I faint Ah! what is human life? 
How, like the dial's tardy-moving ſhade, 
Day after day ſlides from us unperceiv'd! 
The cunning fugitive is ſwift by ſtealth; 
Too ſubtle is the movement to be ſeen; 
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Yet ſoon the hour is up and we are gone. 
Farewel; I pity thee. Dies. 
Mem. Farewell, brave friend! ä 

Would I could bear thee company to reſt; 

But life in all its terrors ſtands before me, 

And ſhuts the gate of peace againſt my wiſhes.— 

Do I not hear a peal of diſtant thunder, 

Ard ſee a ſudden darkneſs ſhuts the day, 

And quite blots out the ſun But what to me 

The colour of the ſky? a death-cold dew 

Hangs on my brow, and all my flacken'd joints 

Are ſhook without a cauſe.—-A groan! from whence ? 
Again! and no one near me? Vain delufion! 

I fear, not vain! I fear ſome ill is tow'rds me, 

More dreadful, ſure, than all that's part. Mandane! 
I hop'd ſhe was at peace, and paſt the reach 

Of this ill news; but ſuch my wayward fate, 

I cannot aſk a curſe but 'tis deny'd me: 

And could I with I n&er could fee her more? 


Enter MANDANE, guarded. 


Mand. This is my brother; a ſhort privacy 
Is a ſmall favour you may grant a foe. 
Guard, Let it be ſhort; we may not wait your 
leiſure. | | 
Mem, Tis wondrous ſtrange; there's ſomething 
holds me from her, 
And keeps this foot faſt-rooted to the ground. 
This is the laſt time I ſhall ever pray: {MKneeling. 
To me, ye gods! confine your threaten'd vengeance, 
And I will bleſs your mercies while I ſuffer. 
[Memnon and Mandane advance /{owly ts the 
front of the flage. 
Mand. What didſt thou pray for? 
Mem. For thy peace. 
Mand. 'T was kind: 
But, oh! thoſe hands in bonds deny the bleſſing, 


For which they earneſtly were rais'd to heaven 
Vol. II, F 


Myſelf? the laſt thing 


O glorious maid! then thou wilt be at peace. 
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Mem, I fear ſo too: what we have yet to do 
Muſt be ſoon done: this meeting is our laſt; 
How ſhall we'uſe it? 

Mand. How? Conſult thy chains, 

And my calamities. 
" Mem. Sad counſellors, 
And cruel their advice Are there no other? 


Canſt thou believe me? [nay, can I believe 
t I wiſh'd for was—'Tis falſe! 
The weight of my misfortune burts my mind. 
Mand. Was what? 
Mem. I dare not think; to think, is to look down 
A precipice ten thouſand fathoms deep, 
That turns my brain—Oh! Oh! 
Maud. Memmon, no more: 
That ſilence and thoſe tears need no explaining 
And it is kind, with ſuch ſevere reluctance, 
To think upon my death—though neceſſary. 
Mem. Ah hold! you plant a thouſand daggers here. 
Talk not of dying—l difown the thought; 
Right is not right, and reaſon is not reaſon, 
All is diſtraction when I look on thee. 
O all ye pitying gods! daſh out from nature 
Your ſtars, your; ſun but let Mandane live. 
Maud. No: death long fince was my confirm'd re- 
Mem. Myron is dead. [ ſolve. 
Mand. What joy a heart like mine 
Can feel, it feels—had he been never born, 
I might have liv d—'tis now—impoſbble. 
Mem, This even to my miſeries I owe, 
That it diſcovers greater virtues ſtill 
In her my ſoul adores—O my Mandane! 


* 


[Memnon walks thoughtfully, then returns. 
Muſt I ſurvive, and "= thy tenderncſs 
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For a ſtern maſter and perpetual chains? 

Long I may groan on earth to fate their malice, 

Then through ſlow torments linger into death, 

No ſteel to ſtab, no wall to daſh my brain! y 
Mand. Ha! 
Mem, Why thus fix'd in thought? what mighty 

birth 

Is lab'ring in your ſoul? your eyes ſpeak wonders— 

Mand, Will not the blood-hounds be content 

with life? 

Mem... Alas, Mandane! no; they ſtudy nature, 
To find out all her ſecret ſeats of pain, 

And carry killing to a dreadful art: 
A fimple death in Egypt is for friends, 

Mand. O then it muſt be ſo!—and yet it cannot. 

Mem, What means this ſudden paleneſs? ' 

Mand. Heav'n aſſiſt me! | 

[Feeling in her boſom, ſhe ſavoons. 
Mem, My love! Mandane! hear me, my eſpous'd! 
My deareſt heart! the infant of my boſom! 
Whom I would foſter with my vital blood, 
Mand. "Tis well, and in return I give thee—this. 
[Sheqwws a dagger. 
Mem. Millions of thanks, thon refuge in deſpair. 
WMand. Terrible kindneſs! horrid mercy! Oh! 
I cannot give it thee. 

Mem, Fall well I know 

Thy tender ſoul, and I muſt force it from thee. 
Abe is ſtruggling with her for the dagger, 
[he ſpeaks. 

Mand. My lord! my ſoul! my ſelf}! you tear my 
Art thou not dearer to my eyes than light? heart 
Doſt thou not circulate through all my veins, 
Mingle with life, and form my very ſoul! 

Mem. Now, monſters, I defy you: Fate forbids ' 
A long farewel; my guard may interpoſe, 

And make your favour vain—Thus, only thus. 
[Embrace. 


E 2 
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And now [Going to flab himſelf. 
Mand. Ah no! fince laſt I ſaw thee, thrice I rais d 
[Holds his arm. 


My trembling arm, and thrice I let it fall. 

If you refuſe compaſſion to my ſex, 

Memnon betrays me, and is Myron's friend. — 
As I a poniard, you ſupply an arm, 


And I ſhall ftill be happy in your love. 


. {After a pauſe of aftoniſhment, be ſinks gently on 
the earth. 
Mem. From dreadful to more dreadful I am plung'd, 
And find in deepeſt anguiſh deeper ſtill. 
I can't complain in common with mankind— 
But am a wrctched ſpecies all alone. 
Muſt I not only loſe thee, but be curs'd - 
To ſprinkle my own hands with thy life-blood ? ? 
Mand. It cannot be avoided, 
Mem, Nor perform'd. 
Lift up my hand againſt thee as a foe! 


I who ſhould fave thee from thy very father, 


And teach thy deareſt friends to uſe thee well, 

Make kindneſs kind, and ſoften all their ſmiles ? 

O my Mandane! think how I have lov'd! 

O my Mandane! think upon thy pow'r! 

How often haſt thou ſeen me pale with joy, 

And trembling, at a ſmile ? and ſhall I— 
Mand. Myron 

[At that Memnon flarts up ſuddenly. 
Mem. Ah hold! I charge thee hold! one glance 
that way 

Awakes my hell, and blows up all its flames!— 

The world turns round, my heart is fick to death! 

O my diſtraction! perfect loſs of thought! | 
Mand. Why ftand you like a ſtatue? are you dead? 

What do you fold ſo faſt within your arms? 

Why with fix'd eye-balls do you pierce the ground ? 

Why ſhift your place, as if you trod on fire? 

Why gnaw your lip, and groan ſo dreagfully ? 
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My lord, if I have ſpent whole live-long nights 
In tears, and ſigh'd away the day in private, 
Only oppreſs'd with an exceſs of love, 
O turn, and ſpeak to me! | 
Mem. And theſe, no doubt, 
Are arguments that I ſhould draw thy blood,— 
No child was ever lull'd upon the breaſt 
With half that tenderneſs has melted from thee, 
And fell like balm upon my wounded foul. 
And ſhalt ] murder thee? yes, thus—thus—thus— 
[Embracing ſome time. 
Mand. Alas! my lord forgets we are to die. 
[Memnon gazes with wonder on the dagger. 
Mem. By Heav'n 1 had; my ſoul had took her flight 
In bliſs—- why, is not this our bridal day? 
Mand. That way diſtraction lyes, 
Mem. Indeed it does, 
Both. Oh! Oh! 
Mand. Thy fighs and groans are ſharper than thy 
The guard is on us. [licel. 
Mem, Then it muſt be done. | 
Sun, hide thy face, and put the world in mourning. 
Tho” blood ſtart out for tears, tis done: but one, 
One laſt embrace. 
{\ As he embraces her, ſhe burſts ints tears, 
Let me not ſee a tear. cou'd as ſoon 
Stab at the face of Heav'n, as kill thee weeping. 
Mand. Tis paſt—I am compos'd. 
Mem. And now, and now. 
Mand. Be not ſo fearful ; 'tis the ſecond blow 
Will pain my heart—indeed this will not hurt me. 
Men, O thou haſt ſtung my ſoul quitethro*and thro? 
With thoſe kind words; I had juſt ſteel'd my breaſt, 
[Daſhing down the dagger. 
And thou undo'ſt it al. I could not bear 
To raze thy ſkin, to ſave the world from ruin. 
Mund. If you're a woman, I'll be ſomething more 


[Stabs her{/elfe 
E 3 
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I ſhall not taſte of Heav'n till you arrive. [ Dies. 
Mem. Struck home—and in her heart She's dead 


And now with me all nature is expir'd. ſalready, 
My lovely bride, now we again are happy, 
[Stabs himfelf. 


And better worlds prepare our nuptial bow'r.— 

Now every ſplendid object of ambition, 

Which lately with their various gloſſes play'd 

Upon my brain, and fooF'd my idle heart, 

Are taken from me by alittle miſt, * 

And all the world is vaniſh'd. [Dies. 


A march ſounded. Enter Nic AN OR and Sv no“ 
CES vidtorious. The guards which are advan- 
cing to the bodies, fiy. 


Nic. The day's our own, the Perſian's angry pow'rs 
Have well repaid this morning's inſolence, 
And turn'd the defp'rate fortune of the field 
By ſure, though late, relief. 
Syp5. Nicanor, friend, 
I from the city bring you welcome news: 
My guilty letter from the am'rous queen 
I ſpread amongſt the multitude : while yet 
Their blood: was warm with reading the black ſcroll, 
Myris, to view the fortune of the fight, 
Leaving her palace for the weſtern tow'r, 
Was ſeiz'd, torn, ſcatter'd, on the guilty ſpot 
Where her great brother fell. 
Nic. The gods are juſt. 
Sypb. See where Buſiris comes, your royal captive, 
In his misfortune great; an awful ruin! 
And dreadful to the conqueror! | 
Nic. Sad fight! [ Advancing, ſees the bodies, 
A ſight that teaches triumph how to mourn, 
And more than juſtifies thoſe ſtreaming tears, 
Even on the moment that my country's ſav'd 
From fore oppreſſion and inglorious chains. 
He falls on his attendants, 


» 
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A great ſhout. Enter Busikis, wounded, 


Buf. Conquer'd? Tis falſe; I am your maſter ſtill; 
Your maſter, though in bonds; you ſtand aghaſt 
At your good fate, and trembling can't enjoy. 
Now, from my ſoul, | hug theſe welcome chains, 
Which ſhew you all Bufiris, and declare 
Crowns and ſucceſs ſuperfluous to my fame... 
You think this ſtreaming blood will low'r my thought ; 
No, ye miſtaken men, I ſmile at death: 
For living here, is living all alone; 
To me a real ſolitude, amid 
A throng of little beings grov ling round me, 
Which yet uſurp one common ſhape and name. 
I thank theſe wounds, theſe raging pains, which promiſe 
An interview with equals ſoon elſewhere. 

[He ſees Memnon, 

Ha! dead? *Tis well: he roſe not to my ſword; 
] only wiſh'd his fate, and there he lyes. 
Some, when they die, die all; their mould” ring clay 
Is but an emblem of their memories: 
The ſpace quite cloſes up thro' which they paſs'd. 
That I have liv'd, I leave a mark behind, 
Shall pluck the ſhining age from vulgar time, 
And give it whole to late poſterity. 
My name is wrote in mighty characters, 
Triumphant columns, and eternal domes, 
Whoſe ſplendor heightens our Egyptian day, 
Whoſeftrength ſhall laugh at time, till their great baſis, 
Old earth itſelf, ſhall fail. In after ages, 
Who war or build, ſhall build or war from me, 
Grow great in each, as my example fires: 
"Tis I of art the future wonders raiſe; 
I fight the future battles of the world. 
Great Jove, I come! Egypt, thou art forſaken: [Sizks. 
Aſia's impoveriſh'd by my ſinking glories, 
And the world leſſens when Buſiris falls. [Dies. 

Spb. Bear the dead monarch to his pyramid; 
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And, for what uſe ſoe' er it was deſign'd 

By that high-minded but miſtaken man, 

There let him lie magnificent in death ; 

Great was his life, great be his monument : 

And on Bufiris' nephew, young Arſaces, 

Of gentler ſpirit, let the crown devolve. . 
From this day's vengeance let the nations know, 
Jove lays the pride of haughtieſt monarchs low; 
And they who, kindled with ambitious fire, 

In arts and arms with moſt ſucceſs afpire, 
If void of virtue, but provoke their doom, 
Graſp at their fate, and build themſelves a tomb. 


* Ms rn _— 
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Spoken by Mrs OLDF1ELD. 


THE race of critics, dull, judicious rogues, 


70 7 deny briſk epilogues. 


Each gentle ſwain and tender nymph, ſay they, 

From a fad tale ſhould go in tears away ; 

From hence quite home ſhould ſtreams of ſorrow ſhed, 
And, drown'd in grief, fteal ſupperleſs to bed. 


This doctrine is 4 grave, the ſparks won't bear it; 
They love to go in humour to their claret. 

The cit, who owns a little fun worth buying, 
Holdi*%half-a-crown too much to pay for crying. 
Befides, who knows, without theſe healing arts, 

But love might turn your heads, and break your hearts; 
And the poor author, by imagin'd woes, 

Might people Bethle'm with our belles and beaux? 


Hence 1, who lately bid adieu to pleaſure, 
Robbd of my ſpouſe, and my dear virgin treaſure; 
1, whom you ſaw deſpairing breathe my laſt, 

Am free, and eaſy, as if nought-had paſt; 
Again put en my airs, and play my fan, 

And fear no more that dreadful creature, man. 
—Þ ut whence does this.malicious mirth begin? 
I know, ye beaſts, you reckon it no ſin. 

"Tis ſtrange, that crimes the ſame, in diff*rent plays, 
Should move our horror, and our laughter raiſe. 
Love's Fove ſecure the comic actor tries ; 

But :, he's wicked, in blank verſe he dies. 
The farce, where wives prove ail, ſtill makes the beſt, 
And the poor cuckold is a flanding jeſt. 
But our grave bard, a virtuous ſon of This, 
Counts a bold fliroke in love among the vices ; 
In blond and wounds, a guilty land, he dips ye, 
Ani waſtes an empire fr one raviſh'd gipſey. 
IWhat muſiy morals fill an Oxford head, 
To notions of pedantic virtue bred! 
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There each fliff Don at er exclaims, 
And calls ſine men and ladies filthy names: 
They tell you, rakes and jilts corrupt a nation: 
Sach is the prejudice of education! 


You, who know better things, will ſure approve 
Theſe ſcenes, that ſhow the _— pow'r " love. 
Let, when they will, th' Italian things appear, 
This play, we truſt, ſhall throng an audience here. 
Bold Myron's paſſion, up to frenzy wrought, 


Would ill be warbled through an eunuch's threat : 
His part, at leaſt, his part, requires a man; 
Let Nicolani att it, if he can. 
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THEATRE-RoYAL in DRURTY-LANE, 


M. DCC. XIX. 


By His MajzsTyY's Servante. 


Manet alta mente repoſtum. PII. 


PR 0 La Ga uns 


By a FRIEND. 


OFT has the buſkin'd muſe, with action mean, 
Debas'd the glory of the tragic ſcene: 
While puny villains, dreſi'd in purple pride, 
With crimes obſcene the heav'n-born rage bely'd. 

To her belongs te mourn the hero's fate, 
To trace the errors of the wiſe and great: 
To mark th exceſ1 of paſſions too refin'd, 
And paint the tumullts of a godlike mind; 
Where, mov'd with rage, exalted thoughts combine, 
And darkeſt deeds with beauteous colours ſhine, 


So lights and ſhades in a well- mingled draught, 
By curious touch of artful pencil wrought, 
With ſoft deceit amuſe the doubtful eye, 
Pleas d with the conflict of the various dye. 


Thus thro the following ſcenes, with faveet ſurpriſe, 
Virtue and guilt in dread confuſion riſe, 
And love and hate at once, and grief and joy, 
Pity and rage, their mingled force employ. 
Here the ſaſt virgin ſees, with ſecret ſhame, 
Her charms excell'd by friendſhip's purer flame; 
Foro'd with reludtant virtue to approve 
The gen'rous hero who rejeds her love. 


Bebold him there with gloomy paſſion flain'd, 
A wife ſaſpected, and an injur'd friend; 
Yet ſuch the toil where innocence is caught, 
That raſh ſuſpicion ſeems without a fault, 
We dread a while left beauty ſhould ſucceed, 
Aud almoſt wiſh ev'n virtue's ſelf may bleed. 


Mark well the black revenge, the cruel guile, 
The traitor-fiend trampling the lovely ſpell 

Of beauty, truth, and innocence oppreſi'd; 
Then let the rage of furies fire your breaſt. 

Yet may his mighty wrongs, his juſt diſdain, 
His bleeding country, his 7:wd father /lain, 
His martial pride, your admiration raiſe, 

And crown him with involuntary praiſe. 
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Don ALVARE E, a Courtier, 

Don MAxUrL, Attendant | 
of Don Carlos, 

ZANGA, a Captive Moor, 


LroxORA, Alvarez's Daughter, 
ISABELLA, the Moor's Miſtreſs, 


SCENE, SPAIN. 


Mr Booth. 


Mr Wilks. 
Mr Thurmond. 


Mr Williams. 
Mr Mills, 


Mrs Porter. 
Mrs Horton, 


THE 


R E MR N U 


2 SCENE I. 
Enter ZANGA. 
ZANGA. 


W. firſt nature, or long want of peace, 
Has wrought my mind to this, I cannot tell; 
But horrors now are not diſpleaſing to me: 

I like this rocking of the battlements, 

Rage on, ye winds; burſt, clouds; and waters, roar! 
You bear a juſt reſemblance of my fortune, 

And ſuit the gloomy habit of my foul. 


Enter ISABELLA. 


Who's there ? my love! 

1/ab. Why have you left my bed? 

Your abſence more affrights me than the ſtorm. 

Zan. The dead alone in ſuch a night can reſt, 
And I indulge my meditation here. 

Woman, away. I chuſe to be alone, 

Lab. I know youdo, and therefore will not leave you; 

Excuſe me, Zanga, therefore dare not leave you. 
Is this a night for walks of contemplation? 
Something unuſual hangs upon your heart, 

And 1 will know itz by our loves, I will. 
To you 1 facritic'd my virgin fame; 
AIk I too much, to ſhare in your diſtreſs ? 

Zan. In tears? thou fool! Then hear me, and be 
In heli's abyſs, if ever it eſcape thee. [plung'd 
To ſtrike thee with aſtoniſhment at once, 

I hate Alonzo. Firſt recover that, 
And then thou ſhalt hear farther, 
G 2 
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1/ab. Hate Alonzo ! ; 
T own I thought Alonzo moſt your friend, 
And that he loſt the maſter in that name. 
Zan. Hear then. Tis twice three years fince that 
| great man S 
(Great let me call him, for he conquer'd me) 
Made me the captive of his arm in fight; 
He flew my father, and threw chains o'er me, 
While 1, with pious rage, purſu'd revenge. 
IT then was young; he plac'd me near his perſon, 
And thought me not diſhonour'd by his ſervice. 
One day (may that returning day be night, 
The ftain, the curſe, of each ſucceeding year !) 
For ſomething, or for nothing, in his pride, 
He ſtruck me; (while I tell it, do I live?) 
He ſmote me on the cheek. -I did not ſtab him; 
For that were poor revenge. E' er fince his folly 
Has ftrove to bury it beneath a heap 
Of kindneſſes, and thinks it is forgot. 
Inſolent thought ! and like a ſecond blow ! 
Affronts are innocent, where men are worthleſs ; 
And ſuch alone can wiſely drop revenge, 
1/ab. But with more temper, Zanga, tell your ſtory, 
To ſee your ſtrong emotions, ſtartles me. 
Zan. Yes, woman, with the temper that befits it. 
Has the dark adder venom ? ſo have I, 
When trod upon. Proud Spaniard, thou ſhalt feel me ! 
For from that day, that day of my diſhonour, 
I from that day have curs'd the riſing ſun, 
Which never fail'd to tell me of my ſhame; 
] from that day have bleſs'd the coming night, 
Which promis'd to conceal it; but in vain ; 
The blow return'd for ever in my dream. 
Yet on I toil'd, and groan'd for an occaſion 
Of ample vengeance; none is yet arriv'd. 
Howe'er, at preſent I conceive warm hopes 
Of what may wound him ſore, in his ambition; 
Lite of his life, and dearer than his ſoul, 
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By nightly march he purpos'd to ſurpriſe 
The Mooriſh camp: but I have taken care 
They ſhall be ready to receive his favour. 
Failing in this, a caſt of utmoſt moment, 
Would darken all the conqueſts he has won. 

{/ab. Juſt as J enter'd, an expreſs arriv d. 

Zan. To whom ? 

1/ab. His friend Don Carlos. 

Zan. Be propitians, 
O Mahomet, on this important hour, 
And give at length my famiſh'd foul revenge! 
What is revenge, but courage to call in 
Our honour's debts, and wiſdom to convert 
Others ſelf-love into our own protection? 
But ſee, the morning-ray breaks in upon us; 
I'll ſeek Don Carlos, and inquire my fate. {Exeunt- 


Enter MANUEL and Don CarLos. 


Man. My lord Don Carlos, what brings your 

expreſs? 

Car. Alonzo's glory, and the Moor's defeat. 
The field is ſtrow'd with twice ten thouſand ſlain;. 
Tho” he ſuſpects his meaſures were betray'd. 
He'll ſoon arrive. O how I long t embrace 
The firſt of heroes, and the beſt of friends! 

J lov'd fair Leonora long before 

The chance of battle gave me to the Moors, 
From whom ſo late Alonzo ſet me free ; 

And while I groan'd in bondage, I deputed 
This great Alonzo, whom her father honours, 
To be my gentle advocate in love,. 

To ſtir her heart, and fan its fires for me. 

Man. And what ſucceſs ! 

Car. Alas, the eruel maid—— 

Indeed, her father, who, though high at court, 
And pow'rful with the king, has wealth at heart, 
To heal his devaſtations from the Moors, 
Knowiag I'm richly freighted from the Eaſt, 
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My fleet now ſailing in the fight of Spain, 
(Heav'n guard it ſafe thro? ſuch a dreadful ftorm) 
Careſſes me, and urges her to wed, 
Man. Her aged father, ſee ! leads her this way. 
Car. She looks like radiant Truth, 
Brought forward by the hand of hoary Time— 
You to the port with ſpeed ; tis poſſible 
Some veſſel is arriv'd: Heav'n grant it bring 
Tidings which Carlos may receive with joy.. 


Enter ALVAREZ and LEONORA. 


Av. Don Carlos, I am labouring in your favour, 
With all a parent's ſoft authority, 
And earneſt counſel. 
Car. Angels ſecond you; 
For all my bliſs or miſery hangs on it. 
Alv. Daughter, the happineſs of life depends 
On our diſcretion, and a prudent choice. 
Look into thoſe they call unfortunate, 
And, cloſer view'd, you'll find they are unwiſe : 
Some flaw in their own condudt lies beneath; 
And *tis the trick of fools, to ſave their credit, 
Which brought another language into uſe. 
Don Carlos is of ancient, noble blood; 
And then his wealth might mend a prince's fortune. 
For him the ſun is labouring in the mines, 
A faithful Nave, and turning earth to gold. 
His keels are freighted with that ſacred pow'r, 
By which ev'n kings and emperors are made, 
Sir, you have my good wiſhes, and I hope [To Car, 
. | My daughter is not indiſpos'd to hear you, 
mh [Exit Alvarez, 
_ Car. O Leonora! why art thou in tears? 
| Becauſe I am leſs wretched than I was ? 
| Refore your father gave me leave to woo you, 
Huſh'd was your boſom, and your eye ſerene, 
Will you for ever help me to new pains, 
And keep reſerves of torment in your hand, 


| 


* 
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To let them looſe on every dawn of joy? 
Leon. Think you my father too indulgent to me, 
That he claims no dominion o'er my tears? 
A daughter, ſure, may be right dutiful, 
Whoſe tears alone are free from a reſtraint. 
Car. Ah, my torn heart ! 
Leon. Regard not me, my lord; 
I ſhall obey my father. 
Car. Diſobey him, 
Rather than come thus coldly, than come thus 
With abſent eyes, and alienated mien, 
Suff ring addreſs, the victim of my love. 
O let me be undone the common way, 
And have the common comfort to be pity'd, 
And not be ruin'd in the maſk of bliſs, 
And ſo be envy'd and be wretched too ! 
Love calls for love. Not all the pride of beauty; 
Thoſe eyes that tell us what the ſun is made of; 
Thoſe lips, whoſe touch is to be bought with life; 
Thoſe hills of driven ſnow, when ſeen are felt: 
All theſe poſſeſs'd, are nought, but as they are 
The proof, the ſubſtance of an inward paſſion, 
And the rich plunder of a taken heart. 
Leon, Alas ! my lord, we are too delicate; 
And when we graſp the happineſs we wiſh'd, 
| We call on wit to argue it away: 
A plainer man would not feel half your pains ; 
But ſome have too much wiſdom to be happy. 
Car. Had I known this before, it had been well : 
I had not then ſolicited your father 
To add to my diſtreſs; as you behave, 
Your father's kindneſs ſtabs me to the heart. 
Give me your hand— nay, give it, Leonora: 
You give it not; nay, yet you give it not 
] raviſh it. 
Leon. I pray, my lord, no more. 
Car. Ah! why ſo ſad? You know each ſigh does 
Sighs there, are tempeſts here [ ſhake me; 
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| Pve heard, bad men would be unbleſt in heads n: 
What is my guilt, that makes me fo with you 2 
Have I not languiſh'd, proſtrate at thy feet? 
Have I not liv'd whole days upon thy fight ? 
Have I not feen thee where thou haſt not been? 
And, mad with the idea, claſp'd the wind, 
And doated upon nothing ? 
Leon. Court me not, j 
Good Carlos, by recounting of my faults, 
And teffing how ungrateful I have been. 
Alas, my lord, if talking would prevail, 
could ſuggeſt much better arguments 
Than thoſe regards you threw away on me; 
Your valour, honour, wiſdom, prais'd by all. 
But bid phyſicians talk our veins to temper, 
And with an argument new-ſet a pulſe ; 
Then think, my lord, of reas'ning into love. 
Car. Muſt I deſpair then ? Do not ſhake me thus? 
My tempeſt-beaten heart is cold to death. 
Ah! turn, and Tet me warm me in thy beauties, 
Heav'ns ! what 2 proof I gave but two nights paſt 
Of matchlefs love! To fling me at thy feet, 
I lighted friendſhip, and I flew from fame; 
Nor heard the fu mons of the next day's battle: 
But darting headlong to thy arms, I left | 
The promis'd fight; I left Alonzo too, Trumpets. 
To ſtand the war, and quell a world, alone. 
Leon, The victor comes. My lord, I muſt with» 
Car. And muſt you go? [draw- 
Lean. Why ſhou'd you wiſh my ſtay? 
Your friend's arrival will bring comfort to you, 
My preſence none; it pains you and myſelf: 
For both our fakes, permit me to withdraw. 
[Exit Leonora. 
Car. Sure there's no peril but in love. O how 
My foes wou'd boaſt to ſee me look fo pale ! 
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Enter ALONZO. 


Car. Alonzo |! 

Alon. Carlos !--I'm whole again: 

Claſp'd in thy arms, it makes my heart entire. 

Car. Whom dare I thus embrace? the conqueror 

ofl Afric ? 

Alon. Yes, much more, Don Carlos” friend. 
The conqueſt of the world would coſt me dear, 
Should it beget one thought of diſtance in thee. 

I riſe in virtue to come nearer thee, 
I conquer with Don Carlos in my eye; 
And thus I claim my victory's reward, 
[Embracing him. 

Car. A victory indeed ! Your godlike arm 

Has made one ſpot the grave of Africa, 
Such numbers fell ! and the ſurvivors fled 
As frighted paſſengers from off the ſtrand, 
When the tempeſtous ſea comes roaring on them. 

Alon. "Twas Carlos conquer'd; twas his cruel chains 
Inflam'd me to a rage unknown before, 

And threw my former actions far behind. 

Car. I love fair Leonora. How I love her! 

Yet till I find (I know not how it is) 

Another heart, another ſoul, for thee. 

Thy friendſhip warms, it raiſes, it tranſports 
Like muſic; pure the joy without allay; 
Whoſe very rapture is tranquillity : 

But love, like wine, gives a tumultuous bliſs, 
Heighten'd indeed beyond all mortal pleaſures; 
But mingles pangs and madneſs in the bowl. 


Enter ZANGA. 


Zan. Manuel, my lord, returning from the port, 
On buſineſs both of moment and of haſte, 
Humbly begs leave to ſpeak in private with you. 
Car. In private? — Ha !—-Alonzo, I ll return; 
No buſineſs can detain me long from thee. 
[Exit Carlos 
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Zan. My lord Alonzo, I obey'd your orders. 
Alan. Will the fair Leonora paſs this way? 
Zan. She will, my lord, and ſoon. 
Alon. Come near me, Zanga ; 
For I dare open all my heart to thee. 
Never was ſuch a day of triumph known: 
There's not a wounded captive in my train, 
That flowly follow'd my proud chariot- whecls, 
With half a life, and beggary, and chains, 
But is a god to me; 1 am moſt wretched, 
In his captivity, thou know'ft, Don Carlos 
My friend (and never was a friend more dear) 
Deputed me his advocate in love, 
To talk to Leonora's heart, and make 
A tender party in her thoughts for him. 
MV hat did I do? I lov'd myſelf. Indeed. 
One thing there is might leſſen my offence, 
(If ſuch offence admits of being leffen'd), 
thought him dead; fer (by what fate I know not) 
His letters never reach'd me. 
Zan. { Aſide.) Thanks to Zanga, 
Who thence contriv'd that evil which has happen'd. 
Alan. Yes, curs'd of heav'n ! I lov'd, myſelf; and 
In a late action reſcu'd from the Moors, ſnow, 
J have brought home my rival in my friend. 
Zan, We hear, my lord, that in that action too 
Your interpoſing arm preſerv'd his life. 
Alon. It did with more than the expence of mine, 
For oh ! this day is mention'd for their nuptials. 
But ſee, ſhe comes—P'I take my leave, and die, 
Zan, Hadſt thou a thouſand lives, thy death would 
Unhappy fate ! my country overcome! {| pleaſe me. 
My fix years hope of vengeance quite expir'd !— 
Would Nature were — will not fall alone; 
But others groans ſhall tell the world my death. Aide. 
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Enter LEONORA,. 
Alon. When Nature ende, with anguiſh like to this, 


*Tis they permit you to be thus inhuman, 


- Farewel for ever.—This ſevere behaviour 
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Sinners ſhall take their laſt leave of the ſun, 
And bid his light adieu. 
Leon. The mighty conqueror 
Diſmay'd !-1 thought you gave the foe your ſorrows. 
Alon. O cruel inſult! are thoſe tears your ſport, 
Which nothing but a love for you could draw? 
Afric 1 quell'd, in hope by that to purchaſe 
Your leave to figh unſcorn'd : but I complain not; 
'T was but a word, and you are Leonora. [gullt, 
Leon. That paſſion, which you boaſt of, is your 
A treaſon to your friend. You think mean of me, 
To plead your crimes as motives of my love. 
Alon. You, Madam, ought to thank thoſe crimes 


you blame; 


Without the cenſure both of earth and heav'n.— 
I fondly thought a laſt look might be kind. 


Has, to my comfort, made jt ſweet to die. 
Leon. Farewel for ever Sweet to die! O Heav'n ! 


[Afede. 


Alonzo, ſtay; you muſt not- thus eſcape me, 
But hear your guilt at large. 
Hon. O Leonora! 


What could 1 do? In duty to my friend, 


I ſaw you; and to ſee, is to admire, 
For Carlos did I plead, and moſt fincerely ; 
Witneſs the thouſand agonies it coſt me. 
You know I did. I fought but your eſteem; 
If that is guilt, an angel had been guilty. 
I often ſigh'd; nay, wept; but could not help it; 
And ſure it is no crime to be in pain. 
But grant my crime was great, I'm greatly curs'd. 
What would you more? Am I not moſt undone ? 
This uſage is like ſtamping on the murder'd, 
When life is fled ; moſt barbarous and unjuſt. 

Leon. If from your guilt none ſuffer'd but yourſelf, 
It might be fo=—Farewel. [Going. 
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Alen. Who ſuffers with me? | 
Leon. Enjoy your ignorance, and let me go. 
Alon, Alas ! what is there I can fear to know, 

Since I already know your hate ; your actions 


Have long fince told me that. 


Leon, They flatter'd you. 

Alon. How? flatter'd me! 

Leon. O ſearch in fate no further ! 
I hate thee, O Alonzo ! how I hate thee ! 

Alon. Indeed i and do you weep for hatred too ? 
O what a doubtful torment heaves my heart ! 
I hope it moſt—and yet I dread it more. | 
Shou'd it be ſo; ſhou'd her tears flow from thence ; 
How would my ſoul blaze up in ecſtaſy ! 
Ah, no! how fink into the depth of horrors ! 

Leon. Why would you force my ſtay ? 

Alon, What mean theſe tears ! 

Leon, 1 weep by chance; nor have my tears a 

meaning 
But O ! when firſt I ſaw Alonzo's tears, 
I knew their meaning well. 
[Alonzo falls paſſionately on his knees, and takes 
her hand. 
Alon. Heavens, what is this! that excellence for 


Deſire was planted in the heart of man; [ which 


Virtue's ſupreme reward on this ſide heav'n ; 
The cordial of my foul ! and this deſtroys me 
Indeed I flatter'd me that thou didſt hate. 
Leon, Alonzo, pardon me the injury 
Of loving you, I ſtruggled with my paſſion, 
And ftruggled long; let that be ſome excuſe. 
Alon. Unkind ! you know I think your love a bleſſing 
Beyond all human bleſſings; tis the price 
Of ſighs and groans, and a whole year of dying: 
But O the curſe of curſes -O my friend! 
Leon. Alas ! 
Alon. What ſays my love? — ſpeak, Leonora. 
Len. Was it for you, my Lord, to be ſo quick 
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In finding out objections to our love? 
Think you ſo ſtrong my love, or weak my virtue, 
It was unſafe to leave that part to me ? 

Alon. Is not the day then fix d for your eſpouſals? 
Leon. Indeed, my father once had thought that way; 
But marking how the marriage pain'd my heart, 
Long he ſtood doubtful; but at length reſolv'd 
Your counſel, which determines him in all, 

Should finiſh the debate. 
Alon. O agony! 
Muſt I not only loſe her, but * made 
Myſelf the inſtrument? not only die, 
But plunge the dagger in my heart myſelf ? 
This is refining on calamity. - (mine? 

Leon. What! do you tremble leſt you ſhould be 
For what elſe can you tremble ? not for that 
My father places in your power to alter. [ friend ? 

Alon. What's in my pow'r?>—O yes, to ſtab my 

Len. To ſtab your friend were barbarous indeed! 
Spare him and murder me—1 on, Alonzo, 

You may well wonder at ſuch words as theſe; 
I ſtart at them myſelf; they fright my nature, 

Great is my fault: but blame not me alone; 

Give him a little blame, who-took ſuch pains 
To make me guilty. 

Alan. Torment! [ After a pauſe, Leonoraſdeaks. 

Leen. O my ſhame! 
I ſue, and ſue in vain; it is moſt juſt, 

When women ſue, they ſue to be deny'd. 
You hate me, you deſpiſe me: you do well; 
For what I've done, I hate and ſcorn myſelf. 
O night fall on me ! I ſhall bluſh to death. 

Alon. Firſt periſh all. 

Len. Say, what have you reſov'd? 

My father comes, what anſwer will you give him? 

Alon. What anſwer? let me look upon that face, 

And read it there. Devote thee to another! 


Not to be borne} a ſecond look undoes me. 
[ Vol. II. 11 
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Leon. And why undo you? is it then, my lord, 
So terrible to yield to your own wiſhes, 
1 Becauſe they happen to concur with mine? 
TH Cruel ! to take ſuch pains to win a heart, © 
I Which you was confeious you muſt break with parting, 
1 Alon. No, Leonora, I am thine for ever, 
[Runs and embraces her. 
In ſoite of Carlos ——Ha ! who's that? my friend! 
[Starts wide from her. 
Alas ! I fee him pale, I hear his groans ; 
He foams, he tears his hair, he raves, he bleeds, 
(I know him by myſelf), he dies diſtracted. 
Leon, How dreadful to be cut from what we love ! 
Alon. Ah! ſpeak no more. 
Leon. And ty'd to what we hate! 
Alon. Oh! 
Leon. 1s it poſſible ? 
Alon. Death! 
Leon, Can you? 
Alon, Ohw— 
- Yes, take a limb; but let my virtue 'ſcape : 
Alas! my foul, this moment I die for thee. 
[Breaks away. 
Zeon. And are you perjur'd then for virtue's ſake ? 
How often have you ſworn? But go for ever.—{$woo7s. 
Alon. Heart of my heart, and eſſence of my joy, 
Where art thou? O I'm thine, and thine for ever! 
The groans of friendſhip ſhall be heard no more; 
For whatſoever crimes I can commit, 
I've felt the pains already. 
Zeon. Hold, Alonzo, 
And hear a maid, whom doubly thou haſt conquer'd. 
I love thy virtue, as I love thy perſon, 
And I adore thee for the pains it gave me: 
But as I felt the pain, II! reap the fruit; 
I'll ſhine out in my turn, and ſhew the world 
Thy great example was not loſt upon me. 
Be it enough that I have once been guilty : 
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In fight of ſuch a pattern to perſiſt, 


111 ſuits a perſon honour'd with your love. 

My other titles to that bliſs are weak; 

I muſt deſerve it by refuſing it: ( 

Thus then I tear me from thy hopes for ever. 

Shall T contribute to Alonzo's crimes ? 

No; tho? the life-blood guſhes from my heart, 

You ſhall not be aſham'd of Leonora, 

Or that late time may put our names together. 

Nay, never ſhrink; take back the bright example 

You lately lent 3 O take it while you may, 

While I can give it you, and be immortal. [Exz, 
Alon, She's gone, and I ſhall ſee that face no more; 
But pine in abſence, and till death adore. 
When with cold dew my fainting brow is hung, 
And my eyes darken, from my ſault'ring tongue 
Her name will tremble in a feeble moan, 
And love with fate divide my dying groan, 


A G3 I SCENE. 
Enter MANUEL and ZANGA. 


ZANGA. 
F this be true, I cannot blame your pain 
For wretched Carlos; tis but human in you, 

But when arriv'd your diſmal news? | 

Man. This hour. 

Zan, What! not a veſſel ſav'd ? 

Man. All, all, the ſtorm 
Devour'd; and now o'er his late envy'd Fw 
The dolphins bound, and wat'ry mountains roar, 
Triumphant in his ruin. 

Zan. Is Alvarez 
Determin'd to deny his daughter to him ? 
That treaſure was on ſhore ; muſt that tos join 
The common wreck ? 


Man. Alvarez is ” indeed, 
2 
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That Leonora's heart is difinclin'd, 
And pleads that only ; fo'it was this morning, 
When he concurr'd : the tempeſt broke the match; _ 
And ſunk his fivour when it Tunk the gold: 
The love of gold is double in his heart, 
The vice of age, and of Alvarez too. 
Zan. How does Don Carlos bear it? 
Man. Like a man : 
W hoſe heart feels moſt a human heart can feel, 
And reaſons beſt a human heart can reaſon, 
Zan. But is he then in abſolute deſpair ? 
Man. Never to ſee his Leonora more: 
And, quite to quench all future hope, Alvarez 
Urges Alonzo to eſpouſe his daughter 
'This very day ; for he has learn'd their loves. 
Zan. Ha! was not that receiv'd with ecſtaſy 
By Don Alonzo? | 
Man. Yes, at firſt; but ſoon . 
A damp came o'er him, it would kill his friend. 
Zan. Not if his friend conſented; and ey now 
He can't himſelf eſpouſe her—— 
Nan, Yet to afk it 
Has ſomething ſhocking to a gen'rous mind, 
At leaſt Alonzo's ſpirits ſtartle at it. 
Wide is the diſtance, between our deſpair, 
And giving ap a miſtreſs to another. 
But I muſt leave you, - Carlos wants ſupport 
In his ſevere affliction ! [Exit Manuel. 
Zan. Ha! it drawus 
It riſes to me, like a new-found world 
To mariners long time diſtreſs'd at ſea, 
Sore from a ſtorm, and all their. viands ſpent 
Or like the ſun juſt rifing out of Chaos, 
Some dregs of ancient night not quite purg'd off: 
But I ſhall finiſh it Hoa! Iſabella ! 


Enter ISABELLA. 


W | 


I thought of dying ; better things come forward ; 


el. 
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Vengeance is ſtill alive; from her dark covert, 


With all her ſnakes erect upon her creſt, 

She ſtalks in view, and fires me with her charms. 

When, Iſabel, arriv'd Don Carlos here? En 
I/ab. Two nights ago. 

Zan. That was the very night 

Before the battle Mem'ry, ſet down that: 

It has the efſence of a crocodile, 

Tho yet but in the ſhell— I'll give it birth. 

What time did he return? 
1/ab. At midnight. 

Zan, S 

Say, did he ſee that night his Leonora? 
1/ab. No, my good Lord. 

Zan. No matter——Tell me, woman, 

Is not Alonzo rather brave than cautious 

Honeſt than ſubtle ; above fraud himſelf, 

Slow therefore to ſuſpect it in another? ſof him, 
1/ab. You beſt can judge; but ſo the world thinks 
Zan. Why, that is well—-Go fetch my tablets 

hither. [ Exit Iſabella. 

Two nights ago, my father's ſacred ſhade 

Thrice ſtalk'd around my bed, and ſmil'd upon me; 


Ile ſmil'd, a joy then little underſtood— 


It muſt be ſo—and if ſo, it is vengeance 
Worth waking of the dead for, 


Re-enter ISABELLA with the tablets. Zanga writes ; 
then reads as to himſelf. | 


Thus it ſtand | 
The father's fix'd—Don Carlos cannot wed— 
Alonzo may—but that will hurt his friend 
Nor can he aſk his lea ve or if be did, 
He might not gain it.-It is hard to give 
Our own conſent to ills, tho' we muſt bear them. 
Were it not then a maſter-piece, worth all 
The wiſdom I can boaſt, firft to perſuade 
Alonzo to requeſt it of his friend, 
H 3 
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6 His friend to grant - then from that very grant, 
(The ſtrongeſt proof of friendſhip man can give) 
And other motives, to work out a cauſe 
Of jealouſy, to rack Alonzo's peace: 
T have turn'd o'er the catalogue of woes, 
| Which ſting the heart of man, and find none equal. 
1 It is the Hydra of calamities, 
i; | | The ſeven-fold death: the jealous are the damn'd. 
O jealovfy, each other paſſion's calm 
To thee, thou conflagration of the foul ! 
Thou king of torments ! the grand counterpoiſe 
For all the tranſports beauty can inſpire !- 

Lab. Alonzo comes this way. 

Zan. Moſt opportunely. | Treſide 
Withdraw—-[Ex 'Ifab.] Ve ſubtle a which 
In courts, and do your work with bows and fmiles, 
That little engm'ry more miſchievous 
Than fleets and armies, and the cannon's murder, 
Teach me to look a lie; give me your maze 
Of gloomy thought and intricate delign, 

To catch the man I hate, and then devour. 


Enter ALONZO. 


My lord, I give you joy. 
Alen. Of what, good Zanga? 
Zan. Is not the lovely Leonora yours? 
Alon. What will become of Carlos ? 
. Zan, He's your friend; 
And, fince he can't eſpouſe the fair himſelf, 
Will take ſome comfort from Alonzo's fortune. 
Alon. Alas ! thon little know'ſt the force of love; 
Love reigns a ſultan with unrival'd ſway, 
Puts all relations, friendſhip's ſelf, to death, 
If onee he's jealous of it, I love Carlos; 
Yet well I know what pangs I felt this morning, 
At his intended nuptials. For myſelf 
I then felt pains, which now for him I feel. 
Zan. You will nat wed her, then? 


** 


* 
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Alon. Not inſtantly : 
Inſult his broken heart this very moment ! 
Zan. 1 underſtand you: but you'll wed hereafter, 
When your friend's gone, and his firſt pain may d? 
Alon. Am] to blame for that? 
Zan. My lord, I love 
Your very errors; they are born from virtue. 
Your friendſhip (and what nobler paſſion claims 
The heart ?) does lead you blindfold to your ruin. 
Conſider, wherefore did Alvarez break 
Don Carlos? match, and wherefore urge Alonzo * 
Twas the ſame cauſe, the love of wealth: to- morrow 
May ſee Alonzo in Don Carlos” fortune. 
A higher bidder is a better friend ; 
And there are princes figh for Leonora, 
When your friend's gone, you'll wed ; why then the 
Which gives you Leonora now, will ceaſe. {cauſe 
Carlos has loft her; ſhould you boſe her too, 
Why then, you heap new torments on your friend, ” 
By that reſpe& which labour'd to relieve him 
'Tis well; he is diſturb'd, it makes him pauſe. [ 4fds. 
Alon. Think'ſt thou, my Zanga, ſhould 1 aſk Don 
Carlos, 


His goodneſs will conſent that I ſhould wed her? 


Zan. I know it would, 
Alon. But then the cruelty 
To aſk it, and for me to aſk it of him! 

Zan, Methinks you are ſevere upon your friend. 
Who was it gave him liberty and life ? ; 
Alon. That is the very reaſon which forbids it. 

Were Ja ſtranger, I could freely ſpeak: 

In me it ſo reſembles a demand, 

Exacting of a debt, it ſhocks my nature. | 
Zan. My lord, you know the fad alternative. 

Is Leonora worth one pang or not ? 

It hurts not me, my lord, but as I love you. 

Warmly as you, I wiſh Don Carlos well; 

But I am likewiſe Don Alonzo's, friend: 
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There all the difference lies between us two. 
In me, my lord, you hear another ſelf,” 
And, give me leave to add, a better too, 
Clear'd from thoſe errors, which, tho caus'd by virtue, 
Are ſuch as may hereafter give you pain. 
Don Lopez of Caſtile would not demur thus. 
Alon. Periſh the name]! What ! ſacrifice the fair- 
To age and illneſs, becauſe ſet in gold ? 
I'll to Don Carlos, if my heart will let me. 
J have not ſeen him fince his fore affliction ; 
But ſhunn'd it as too terrible to bear. 
How ſhall I bear it now? I'm firuck already. 
[ Exit Alon. 
Zan, Half of my work is done. I muſt ſecure 
Don Carlos, ere Alonzo ſpeaks with him. a 
{He gives a meſſage toa ſervant; then returns, 
Proud, hated Spain! oft drench'd in Mooriſh blood, 
Doſt thou not feel a deadly foe within thee ? 
Shake not thy tow'rs where-c'er I paſs along, 
Conſcious of ruin, and their great deſtroyer ! 
Shake to the centre, if Alonzo's dear. 
Look down, O holy prophet ! ſee me torture 
This Chriſtian dog, this infidel, which dares 
To ſmite thy votaries, and ſpurn thy law; 
And yet hopes pleaſure from two radiant eyes, 
Which look as they were lighted vp for thee. 
Shall he enjoy thy paradiſe below ? 
Blaſt the bold thought, and curſe him with ker charms. 
But ſee the melancholy lover comes. 


Enter Don CarLos. 


Car. Hope, thou haſt told me lies, from day today 
For more than twenty years; vile prorfier ! 
None here are happy, but the very fool, 
Or very wiſe ; and 1 want fool enough, 
To ſmile in vanities, and hug a ſhadow ; 
Nor have I wiſdom to elaborate 


An artificial happineſs from pains: 
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Ev'n joys are pains becauſe they cannot laſt, [Sighs. 

Yet much is talk'd of bliſs: it is the art 

Of ſuch as have the world in their poſſeſſion, 

To give it a good name, that fools may envy; 

For envy to ſmall minds is flattery: | 

How many lift the head, look gay, and ſmile 

Againſt their conſciences? And this we know, 

Yet knowing diſbelieve, and try again 

What we have try'd, and ſtruggle with conviction. 

Each new experience gives the former credit, 

And reverend grey threeſcore is but a voucher - 

That thirty told us true. 

Zan, My noble Lord, 

mourn your fate: but are no hopes ſurviving? 
Car. No hopes. Alvarez has a heart of ſteel: 

Tis fixt, 'tis paſt, tis ablolute deſpair! tender 
Zan. You wanted not to have your heart made 

By your own pains to feel a friend's diſtreſs. 

Car. I underſtand you well. Alonzo loves; 

I pity him, 

Zan. I dare be ſworn you do. 

Yet he has other thoughts. 

Car. What canſt thou mean? | 
Zan. Indeed he has, and fears to aſk a favour 

A ſtranger from a ſtranger might requeſt. 

What coſts you nothing, yet is all to him; 

Nay, what indeed will to your glory add, 

For nothing more than wiſhing your friend well. 
Car. I pray, be plain: his happineſs is mine. 
Zan. He loves to death; but ſo reveres his friend, 

He can't perſuade his heart to wed the maid, 

Without your leave, and that he fears to aſk. 

In perfect tenderneſs, I urg'd him to it, 

Knowing the deadly ſickneſs of his heart, 

Your overflowing goodneſs to your friend, 

Your wiſdom, and deſpair yourſelf to wed her: 

I wrung a promiſe from him he would try; 

And now I came a mutual friend to both, 
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Without his privacy, to let you know it, 
And to prepare you kindly to receive him. 
Car. Ha, if he weds, I am undone indeed: 
Not Dan Alvarez' felf can then relieve me. 
Zan. Alas, my Lord, you know his heart is fleel; 


TDi Axt! tit paſt! "tis abſolute deſpair! 


Car. Ocruel Heaven! and is it not enough 
That I muft never, never ſee her more? 
Say, is it not enough that I muſt die; 
But muſt I be tormented in the grave? 
Aſk my conſent! muſt I then give her to him? 
Lead to his nuptial ſheets the bluſhing maid ! 
Oh, Leonora! never, never, never! 

Zan. A ſtorm of plagues upon him! he refuſes. 

- [Afide. 

Car. What! wed her? and to-day? 

Zan. To-day, ornever. . 
To-morrow may ſome wealthier lover bri ng. 
And then Alonzo is thrown out like you; 
Then whom ſhall he condemn for his misfortune ? 
Carlos is an Alvarez to his love, 

Car. O torment! whither ſhall I turn? 

Zan. To peace. 

Car. Which is the way? 

Zan. His happineſs is yours : 
I dare not diſbelieve you. 

Car. Kill my friend! 
Or worſe. Alas! and can there be a worſe 
A worſe there is; nor can my nature bear it. 

Zan. You have convinc'd me; 'tis a dreadful taſk. 
I find, Alonzo's quitting her this morning, 
For Carlos ſake, in tenderneſs to you, 
Betray'd me to believe it leſs ſevere 
Than I perceive it is. 

Car. Thou doſt upbraid me. 

Zan. No, my good Lord; but fince you can't comply, 
"Tis my misfortune that I mention'd it; 
For had I not, Alonzo would indeed . 


of — 
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Have dy'd, as now; hut not by your decree. 
Car. By my decree ? do I decree his death? 
I do—ſhall I then lead her to his arms? 
Ol which ſide ſhall I take? be ſtabb'd? or tab? 
*'Tis equal death, a choice of agonies.— 
Ah, no! all other agonies are eaſe 
To one—O Leonora!—never, never! 
Go, Zanga, go; defer the dreadful trial, 
Tho” but a day; ſomething perchance may happen 
To ſoften all to friendſhip, and to love. 
Go, ſtop my friend ; let me not ſee him now, 
But fave us from an interview of death. | 
Zan, My lord, I'm bound in duty to obey you 
If I not bring him, may Alonzo proſper. [| Afde. 
[Exit Zanga. 
Car. What is this world? Thy ſchool, O miſery! 
Our only leſſon is to learn to ſuffer; 
And he who knows not that, was born for nothing. 
Tho' deep my pangs, and heavy at my heart, 
My comfort is, each moment takes away 
A grain at leaſt from the dead load that's on me, 
And gives a nearer proſpect of the grave. 
But put it moſt ſeverely——ſhould 1 live 
Live long—Alas! there is no length in time; 
Not in thy time, O man! What's fourſcore years? 
Nay, what indeed the age of time itſelf, 
Since cut from out eternity's wide round ? 
Away then. To a mind reſolv'd and wiſe, 
There is an impotence in miſery, 
Which makes me ſmile, when all its ſhafts are in me. 
Yet, Leonora—ſhe can make time long, 
Its nature alter, as ſhe alter d mine. 
While in the luſtre of her charms I lay, 
Whole ſummer ſuns roll'd unperceiv'd away; 
I years for days, and days for moments, told, 
And was ſurpris'd to hear that I grew ole: 
Now fate does rigidly its dnes regain, 
And every moment is an age of pain. 
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45 he is going 25 enter ZANGA and ALox 2 0. 
Zanga /t2ps Carlos, 


Zan. Is this Don Carlos? this the boaſted friend? 
How can you turn your back upon his ſadneſs? 
Look on him, and then leave him if you can. 

Whoſe ſorrows thus depreſs him? not his own; 
This moment he could wed, without your leave. 

Car. I cannot yield, nor can I bear his griefs. 
Alonzo. [Going to him and taking his hand. 

Alon. O Carlos! 

Car. Pray, forbear. 

Alon. Art thou undone, and ſhall Alonzo ſmile? 
Alonzo! who perhaps in ſome degree 
Contributed to cauſe thy dreadful fate : 

I was deputed guardian of thy love ; 

But, oh! I lov'd myſelf. Pour down afflictions 
. On this devoted head; make me your mark; 

And be the world by my example taught, 

How ſacred it ſhould hold the name of friend. 

Car. You charge yourſelf unjuſtly ; well I know 

The only cauſe of my ſevere affliction. 

Alvarez, curs'd Alvarez—So much anguiſh 

Felt for ſo ſmall a failure, is one merit 

Which faultleſs virtue wants. The crime was mine, 
Who plac'd thee there, where only thou couldſt fail; 
Tho' well I knew that dreadful poſt of honour 

gave thee to maintain. Ah! who could bear 
Thoſe eyes unhurt? The wounds myſelf have felt, 
(Which wounds alone ſhould cauſe me tocondemn thee) 
They plead in thy excuſe; for I too ſtrove 

To ſhun thoſe fires, and found t'was not in man, 

Alon. You caſt in ſhades the failures of a friend, 

And ſoften all ; but think not you deceive me : 

I know my guilt, and I implore your pardon, 
As the ſole glimpſe I can obtain of peace. 

Car. Pardon for him, who but this morning threw 

Fair Leonora from his heart, all bath'd 
In ceaſeleſs tears, and bluſhing with her love? 
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Who, like a roſe-leaf wet with morning dew, 
Would have ſtuck cloſe, and clung for ever there or Þ 
But 'twas in thee, thro' fondneſs to thy friend, 
To ſhut thy boſom againſt eeſtaſies; f 
For which, whilſt this pulſe beats, it beats to thee ; 
While this blood flows, it flows for my Alonzo, 
And ev'ry wiſh is levell'd at thy joy. to fpeak- 
Zan. to Alon.] My lord, my lord, this is your time 
Alon. to Zan. ] Becauſe he's kind? it therefore isth, 
For tis his kindneſs which I fear to hurt. [worſt 
Shall the ſame moment ſee him ſink in woes, * 
And me providing for a flood of j Joys, 
Rich in the plunder of his happineſs? | 
No, I may die; but I can never ſpeak, 
Car. Now, now it comes! they are concerting it. 
The firſt word ſtri kes me dead—O Leonora! 
And ſhall another taſte her fragrant breath? 
Who knows what after-time may bring to paſs 2 


* 
by 


4 


Fathers may change, and 1 may wed her ſtill, [ el. 


Alen. to Zan. ] Do I not ſee him quite l with 
anguiſh, 
Which, like a demon, writhes him to and fro? 
And ſhall I pour in new? No, fond defire; 
No, love ! one pang at parting, and farewel. 
I have no other love but Carlos now. 

Car. Alas, my friend, why with ſuch eager. graſp 
Doſt preſs my hand, and weep upon my cheek ? 

Alon. If after death our forms (as ſome believe) 
Shall be tranſparent, naked every thought, 

And friends:meet friends, and read each other's hearts, 
Thou'lt know one day, that thou waſt held moſt dear. 
Farewel. 

Car. Alonzo, ſtay—He cannot ſpeak— [ Holds him. 
Leſt it ſhould grieve me Shall I be outdone ? | 
And loſe in glory, as I loſe in love? [Afide. 
I take it much unkindly, my Alonzo, 

You think ſo meanly-of me, not to ſpeak, 


When well I know your heart is near to burſting, 
Vor. II, 1 
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Have you forgot how you have bound me to vou! * 
Your ſmalleſt friendſhip's liberty and life. 

Alon. There, there it is, my friend, it cuts me a 
How dreadful i is it to a gen'rous mind frat af: 
To aſk, when ſure it cannot be depy'd! es | 

Car. How greatly thought! in all, he tow'rs above 

me. [Afide. 
Then you confeſs you would = of me? 
Alon. No, on my foul, © "wy 

Zan. to Alon. ] Then loſe ber. * 

Car. Glorious ſpirit ! Pu 1 
Why what a pang has he fun through for this; 4 
By Heav'n, I envy him his agonies. © 
Why was not mine the moſt illuſtrious lot, 
Of ftarting at one action from below, 
And flaming up into conſummate greatneſs ? 
Ha ! Angels, ſtrengthen me—It ſhall be fo— - 
I can't want ſtrength. Great actions, once conceiv 'd, 
Strengthen like wine, and animate the foul, K 
And gall themſelves to being. [ A/ide.}—My Alonzo ! 
Since thy great foul diſdains to make requeſt, 
Receive with favour that I make to thee. 

Alon. What means my Carlos ? | 

Car. Pray obſerve me well. 
Fate and Alvarez tore her from my heart: 
And plucking up my love, they had well nigh 
Pluck'd up life too, for they were twin'd together. 
Of that no more—What now does reaſon bid? 
I cannot wed——Farewel my happineſs; 
But, O my ſoul, with care provide for hers. 
In life, how weak, how helpleſe, is a woman! 
Soon hurt, in happineſs itſelf unſaſe, 
And often wounded while ſhe plucks the roſe; 
So properly the object of affliction, 

That Heav'n is pleas'd to make diſtreſs become her, 
And dreſſes her moſt amiably in tears. 5 
Take then my heart in dowry with the fair: 
Be thou her guardian, and thou muſt be mine. 
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Shut out the thouſand preſſing ills of life 
With thy ſurrounding arms Do this; and then 
Set down the liberty and life thou gay'ft me, 
As little things, as eſſays of thy goodneſs, 
And rudiments of friendſhip ſo divine. 0 
Alon. There is a grandeur in thy goodneſs to me, 
Which with thy foes would render thee ador d. 
But have a care, nor think I can be pleas'd 
With any thing that lays in pains for thee. 
Thou doſt diſſemble, and thy heart's in tears. 
Car. My heart's in health, my ſpirits dance their 
And at my eye pleaſure looks out in fmiles. (round» 
Alon. And canſt thou,.cauſt thou part with Leo- 


A 


nora ? 
Car. I do not part with her, I give her thee, | 7 


Aln. O Carlos! n . 

Car. Dont diſtruſt me, 7 fincere ; 354058 
Nor is it more than ſimple juſtice in me. 

This morn didſt thou reſign her for my lake; 
but perform a virtue learnt from thee; 
Diſcharge a debt, and pay her to thy wiſhes. 

Alon. Ah, how!—But think not ever words were 
For ſach occaſions, Silence, tears, embraces, (made 
Are languid eloquence ; I'll ſeek relief 
In abſence from the pain of ſo much goodneſs; 
There thank the bleſt above, thy ſole ſuperiors, 
Adore, and raiſe my thoughts of them by thee. [Exit- 

Zan. Thus far ſucceſs has crown'd my boldeſt hope · 
My next care is to haſten thefe new nuptials, 

And then my maſter-works begin to play. Aide. 
Why that was greatly done, without one ſigh 
To carry ſuch a glory to its period! [ Carlos. 
Car, Too ſoon thou praiſeſt me. He's gone, and now 
I muſt unſluice my over - burden 'd heart, 
Aud let it low, I would not grieve my friend 
With tears; nor interrupt my great deſign; | 
Great, ſure, as ever human breaſt durft think of. ö 
But now my ſorrows, long with pain ſuppreſt, 
12 
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Burſt their confinement with'impetuous ſway, | 
Oerſwell all bounds,” and bear ev'n Hfe away. 
So till the day was won, the Greek renowu d 
With anguiſh wore the arrow in his wound, 
Then drew the ſhaft from out his tortur'd fide, 
* guſh the torrent of bis blood, and ay'd. 

1 aut. 


5 ; 


ACT m. se 1. < 
kau 2 ANA ene. ISABEL LA. 


1 


Z AN O4. 


O JOY, thou welcome ſtranger! twice three years 


I have not felt thy vital beam; but now. 
It warms my veins, and plays around my heart ; 


A ficry inſtinct lifts me from the ground, 


And I could mount The ſpirits numberleſs 
Of my dear countrymen, which yeſterday. 
Left their poor bleeding bodies on the field, 
Are all aſſembled here, and o'er inform me. 
O br idegroom ! great indeed thy preſent bliſs ; 
Yet ev'n by me unenvy'd ; for be ſure 
It is thy laſt, thy laſt mile, that which now 
Sits on thy cheek ; enjoy it while thou way'ſt ; 
Anguiſh, and groans, and death, beſpeak to morrow, 
My Ifabella ! 7 
Iſab. What commands my Moor? 
Zan. My fair ally! my lovely miniſter! 


_ *Twas well Alvarez, by my arts impell d, 


(To plunge Don Carlos in the laſt deſpair, 
And fo prevent all future moleſtation,) 

Finiſh'd the nuptiats ſoon as he reſoly'd them: 
This conduct ripen'd all for me, and ruin. 
Scarce had the prieſt the ho!y rite perform'd, 
When [, by ſacred inſpiration, forg'd 

That letter, which I truſted to thy hand; 
That letter, which in glowing terms conveys, 


ow, 
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From happy Carlos to fair Leonora 

The moſt profound acknowledgment of heart, 

For wond'rous tranſports which he never knew. 

This is a good ſubſervient artifice, oo 

To aid the-nobler workings of my brain. 
1/ab. ] quickly dropp'd it in the bride” 8 * 

As you commanded. 

Zan. With a lucky hand; 

For ſoon Alonzo found it; I obſerv 4 bim 

From out my ſecret ſtand. He took it up 

But ſcarce was it unfolded to his ſighglt, 

When he, as if an arrow pierc'd his eye, 

started, and, trembling, dropp'd it on the ground. 

Pale and aghaſl a while my victim ſtood, 

Diſguis'd a ſigh or two, and puff'd them from him; 

Then rubb'd kis brow, and took it up again. 

At firſt he look'd as if he meant to read it; 

But, check'd by rifing fears, he cruſh'd it thus, 

And thrift it, like an adder, in his boſom. 
1/ab. But if he read it not, it cannot ſting ys 

At leaſt not mortally. 

Zan. At firſt I thought ſo; 

But farther thought informs me otherways, 

And turns this diſappointment to account. 

He more ſhall credit it, becauſe unſeen, 

If 'tis unſeen) as thou anon may'ſ find. 
1/ab. That would indeed eommend my Zanga's ſkill. 
Zan. This, Iſabella, is Don Carlos” picture; 

Take it, and fo diſpoſe of it, that, found, 

It may raiſe up a wit neſs of her love,. 

Under her pillow, in her cabinet,. 


Or elſewhere, as ſhall beſt promote our end; 


I/ab. Vil weigh it as its conſequence requires, 
Then do my utmoſt to deſerve your ſmile. Exit. Iſab · 
Zan. 1s that Alonzo proftrate on the ground? | 
Now he ſtarts up like flame from ſleeping embers, 
And wild diſtraction glares from either eye. 
Ir thus a flight ſurmĩſe can work his ſoul, 
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How will the fulneſs of the tempeſt nl 


Enter Arox zo. 5 


Alm. And yet it cannot be—-l am leceiy' d—_ 

T injure her : ſhe wears the my * heav'n. | 
Zan. He doubts. 4 $5235 ' -(Afpge. 
Alon. 1 dare not look on this again. | 

If the firſt glance, which gave ſuſpicion only, 

Had ſuch effect, ſo ſmote my heart and brain, 

The certainty would daſh me all in pieces. b 

cannot Ha! it muſt, it muſt be true.  { Starts. 

Zan. Hold there, and we ſucceed; He has deſcry'd 
And (for he thinks I love him) will unfold (me. 
His aching heart, and reſt it on my counſel. - 

I'll ſeem to go, to make my ſtay more ſure. [Afide. 
Alon. Hold, Zanga; turn. 

Zan. My lord. | 

Alon. Shut cloſe the es. | 46 
That not a ſpirit find an entrance * 

Zan, My lord's obey'd. | 

Alon. 1 ſee that thou art frighted. 

If thou doſt love me, 1 ſhall fill thy heart 

With ſcorpion-ſtings. 

Zan, If I do love, my lord? 

Alon. Come near me, let me reſt upon thy boſom, 
{What pillow like the boſom of a friend? L | 
For 1 am fick at heart. 

Zan. Speak, Sir, O ſpeak, 

And take me from the rack ! 

Alon. And is there need 
Of words? Behold a wonder! See my tears! 

Zan. I feel them too. Heav'n grant my ſenſes fail 
I rather would loſe them, than have this real. [me! 

Alan. Go, take a round through all things in thy 
And find that one, for there is only one, (thought, 
Which could extort my tears; find that, and tell 
Thyſelf my mis'ry, and ſpare me the pain. 

Zan, Sorrow can think but ill--I am bewilder'd ; 


. 


I know not where am nnn ory 


Hut what good - natur'd tenderneſs for you 
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Alon. Think, think no more. 
It ne'er can enter in an honeſt heart . | 
I'll tell thee then l cannot— yet I do, h : 
By wanting force to give it utterance, [your boſom. 
Zan. Speak, eaſe your heart; its throbs will break 
Alon. I am moſt happy ; mine is victory, 
Mine the King's favour, mine the nation's ſhout, 
And great men make their fortunes of my ſmiles. 
O curſe of curſes! in the lap of bleſſing 
To be moſt curs'd ! my Leonora's falſe! 
Zan. Save me, my lord! 
Alen. My Leonora's falſe. [Gives him the letter. 
Zan. Then Heaven has loſt its image here on earth. 
(While Zanga reads the letter, he trembles 
and ſhews the utmnft concern. 
Alon. Good-natur'd man ! he makes my pains his 
I durſt not read it, but I read it now _ [ own. 
In thy concern, 
Zan. Did you not read it, then: : 
Alan. Mine eye juſt touch'd it, and could * no 
more. 
Zan, Thus periſh all that gives Alonzo DIY 
[Tears is the letter. 
Alon. Why didſt thou tear it? 
Zan. Think of it no more. | 
*T was your miſtake, and croundleſs a are your fears, 
Alen. And didſt thou tremble then for my miſtake 2 
Or give the whole contents, or by the pangs 
That feed upon my heart, thy life's in danger. 
Zan. Is this Alonzo's language to his Zanga ? 
Draw forth your ſword, and find the ſecret here. 
For whoſe ſake is it, think you, Lconceal it? 
Wherefore this rage? becauſe I ſeek your peace? 
I have no int'reſt in ſuppreſſing it, 


Obliges me to have. Not mine the heart 
That will be rent in two; not mine the fame 
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That will be damn'd, though all the world wald 
, ene 
Alon. Then my worſt fears are true. nd ifeio paſt, 
Zan. What has the raſhneſs of my paſſion utter'd? 
know not what; but rage is our diſtraction, | 
And all its words are wind Yet ſure, I think, 
I nothing own'd— But grant 1 did So, 
What is a letter? letters may be forx'd: 
For Heav'n's ſweet ſake, my lord, lift up reer heart . 
Some foe to your repoſe—— 
Alen. 80 Heav'n look on me; um: 
As I can't find the man I have o ended. * [fhield, 
Zan. Indeed! LA ſde. ur innocence is not our 


They take offence, who have not been offended'; 


They ſeek our ruin too, who ſpeak us fair, 
And death is often ambuſh'd in our ſmiles. 
We know not whom we have to fear, *Tis certa in 
A letter may be forg'd ; and in a point 88 
Of ſuch a dreadful conſequence as this, 
One would rely on nought that might be falſe— - 
Think,. have you any other cauſe to doubt her?— 
Away, you can find none. Reſume your ſpirit, 
All's well again. 
Alon. O that it were ! 
Zan. It is; | 
For who would credit that, which, credited; | 
Makes hell ſuperfluous by fuperior pains, 
Without ſuch proofs as cannot be withſtood ? 
Has ſhe not ever been to virtue train'd? 
Is not her fame as ſpotleſs as the ſun, 
Her ſex's envy, and the boaſt of Spain ? 
Alon. O Zanga! it is that confounds me moſt, 
That full in oppoſition to appearance—— 
| Zan. No more, my lord, for you condemn yourſe . 
What is abſurdity, but to believe 
Againſt appearance You can't yet, I find, 
Subdue your paſſion to your better ſenſe; _ 
And truth to tell, it does not much diſpieaſe me. 
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'Tis fit our indiſeretions ſhould be en hap 
With ſome degrees of pain. | 

Alon. What indiſcretion ? x 

Zan. Come, you muſt bear to hear your faults 57 
Had you not ſent. Don Carlos to the court (me. 
The night before the battle, that foul ſlave, £ 
Who forg'd the ſenſeleſs ſcroll which gives you pain, 
Had wanted-footing for his villany. 

Alon. I ſent him not. | 

Zan. Not ſend him ?—Ha !-— That ftrikes me. 
I thought he came on meſſage to the King. 
Is there another cauſe could juſtify ' -' Lo 
His ſhunning danger, and the promis'd fight? 
But I perhaps may think too rigidly ; 
So long an abſence, and impatient love T 

Alon. In my confuſion, that had quite/eſeap'd me. 
By Heav'n, mywounded ſoul does bleed afreſh ; 
Tis clear as day for Carlos is ſo brave, 
He lives not but on fame, he hunts for danger, 
And is enamour'd of the face of death. 
How then could he decline the next day's battle, 
But for the tranſports? O, it muſt be fo 
Inhuman, by the loſs of his own Nan 
To buy the ruin of his friend! 

Zan. You wrong him; | 
He knew not of your love. 6.9662 46.9% 1] 


Hlon. Ha! | igen | 

Zan. That ſtings home. Hide. 

Alon. Indeed he knew not of my treacherous 
love 


Proofs riſe on proofs, and ſtill the laſt the ſtrongeſt: 
Th' eternal law of things declares it true, 

Which calls for judgments on diſtinguiſh'd guilt, 
And. loves to make our crime our puniſhment: 
Love is my torture, love was firſt my crime; 

For ſhe was his, my friend's, and he (O horror!) 
Confided all in me. O ſacred faith! 

How dearly I abide thv violation ! 
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Zan. Were then their loves ſar gone? 

Alon. The father's WI }o: 24 
There bore a total ſway; and be, as Prong 

As news arriv'd that Carlos' fleet was ſeen - 
From off Hur coaft, fir'd with the Jove of gold, 
Determin'd, that the very ſun which ſaw | 
Carlos' return, ſhould ſee his daughter wed. 

Zan. Indeed, my lord, then you muſt ou me, 
If I preſume to mitigate the crime. 
Conſider, ſtrong allurements ſoften guilt; 

Long was his abſence, ardent was his love, 
At midnight his return, the next day deftin'd 
For his eſpouſals—— *Twas a ſtrong temptation. 

Alon. Temptation ! 

Zan, 'Twas but gaining of one night. 

Alon. One night! beg! 

Zaun. That crime could ne'er return again. 13 42 

Alon. Again! By Heav'n, thou doft inſult thy lord. 
Temptation] one night gain'd! O ſtings and death ! 
And am I then undone? Alas, my Zanga! 

And doſt thou own it too? Deny it tit, _ 
And reſcue me one moment from diſtraction. 

Zan. My lord, I hope the beſt. 

Alon. Falſe, fooliſh hope, 

And infolent to me] Thou know'ſt it falſe; 

It is as glaring as the noon- tide ſun. 

Devil! this morning, after three years coldneſs, | 
To ruſh at once into a paſſion for me! 

Twas time to feign, twas time to get another, 
When her firſt fool was ſated th her beauties. 

Ea. What ſays my lord? Leonora, then, | 
Never before diſcloſe her pion for- ow) * 

Alon. Never. 

Zan. Throughout the whole three years 3 

Alon. O never! never 
Why, Zanga, ſhould'ſ thou ftrive? Tis all in vain; 
Tho' thy ſoul labours, it can find no reed 
For hope to catch at. Ah! I'm plunging down 
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Ten thouſand thouſand fathoms in deſpaĩr. 

Zan. Hold, Sir, I'll break your kal — Wave ev'ry 
And be a man again=Ha@' he enjoy'd her. Tfear, 
Be mot aſſur d, he had refign'd _ to Fou ah bh 
With leſs reluctance. : 

Alon. Ha! refign'her'to me! 
Reſign her! — who reſign'd her ?Dotble death! 

How could I doubt ſo long? My heart is broke. 

Firſt love her to diſtraction! then reſign her! as þ 
Zan. But was it not with utmoſtagony! !?! . 
Alon. Grant that, he ſtill reſign'd her; that $ enough, 

Would he pluck out bis eye to give it me? 

Tear out his heart? —She was his heart no more— ' 

Nor was it with reluctance he reſigmd her. 

By Heav'n, he aſk'd, he courted, me towed. 

thought it ſtrange; tis now no longer ſo. 

Zan. Was't his requeſt? are you right ſure of that 
1 fear the letter was not all a tale. 

Alon. A tale! There's proof e to fight. 

Zun. I ſhould diſtruſt my fight on this occaſion. - 

Alon. And ſo ſhould 1] by Heav'n, I think 1 ſhould, 

What! Leonora the divine, by whom © | 
We gueſs'd at angels? O! Pm all confuſion. 

Zan. You are now too much ruffled to think clearly. 
Since bliſs and horror, Hife and death, hang on it, 

Go to your chamber; there maturely weigh ' | 
Each circumſtance ; conſider; above all, 

That it is jealouſy's peculiar nature 

To ſwell ſmall things to great; nay, out of m—_ 
To conjure much, and then to loſe its reaſon 

Amid the hideous phantoms it has form'd. 

Alon. Had I ten thoufand lives, I'd give them all 
To be deceiv'd. I fear *tis doomſday with me; 

And yet ſhe ſeem'd ſo pure, that I thought Heav'n 
Borrow'd her form for Virtue's ſelf to wear, 
To gain her lovers with the ſons of men. [Exit Alon, 
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Enter ISABELLA. 


Zan. Thus far it works auſpiciouſly. My patient * 
Thrives underneath my hand i in miſery, em 94 | 
He's gone to think, that is, to be diſtracted. fi 

Lſab. 1 overheard your conference, and ſaw you, 
To my amazement, tear the letter. | 

Zan. There, 

There, Iſabella, I out-did myſelf. 

For tearing it, I not ſecure it only. * 

In its firſt force; but ſuperadd a new, _ 

For who can now the character examine, 

To cauſe a doubt, much leſs detect the fraud * 

And after tearing it, as loth to ſhew 

The foul contents, if I ſhould ſwear it now 

A forgery, my lord would diſbelieve me ; | 

Nay more,. would diſbelieve, the more I ſwore. 

But is the picture happily diſpos'd of ? that ! 
1/ab. It is, | - {think! 
Zan. That's well—Ah! what is well? O pang to 

O dire neceſſity ! is this my province? 

Whither, my ſoul, ah! whither art thou ſunk 

Beneath thy ſphere? erewhile, far, far above 

Such little arts, diſſemblings, falſehoods, frauds, 

The traſh of villany itſelf, which falls 

To cowards, and, poor wretches wanting bread. 

Does this become a ſoldier ? this become 

Whom armies follow'd, and a people lov'd ? 

My, martial glory withers at the thought. 

But great my end: and fince there are none other, 

Theſe means are juſt ; they ſhine with borrow'd light, 

Il.uftriqus from the purpoſe they purſue. 
And greater ſure my merit, who, to gain 
A point ſublime, can ſuch a taſk ſuſtain; | 
To wade thro' ways obſcene, my honour bend, 
And ſhock my nature to attain my end: 
Late time ſhall wonder; that my joys will raiſe; 
For wonder is involuntary praiſe. 
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ACTI. SCENE:L 


| Enter ALONZO aid ZANGA. . 
| ALONZO. 
WHAT a pain to think! when ev'ry thought, 
Perplexing thought! in intracies runs, 
And reaſon knits th' inextricable toil, 
In which herſelf is taken ! I am loſt; 
Poor infeq that Fam, I am involv'd, 
And bury'd, in the web myſelf have wrought ! 
One argiment is balanc'd by another, 
And reaſon reaſon meets in doubtful fight, 
And proofs are countermin'd by equal proofs. 
No more ['l] bear this battle of the mind, 
This inward anarchy ;. but find my wiſe, 
And to her trembling heart preſenting death, 
Force all the ſecret from her. 
Zan, O forbear! 
You totter on the very brink of ruin, * 
Aon. What doſt thou mean? 
Zan, That will diſcover all, 
And kill my hopes; what can I think or do? [ {fige, 
Alon. What doſt thou murmur ? 
Zan. Force the ſecret from her! 
What's perjury to ſuch a crime as this? 
Will ſhe confeſs it then? O groundleſs hope! 
But reſt aſſur'd, ſhe'll make this accuſation, 
Or falſe or true, your ruin with the king; 
Such 1s her father's power. 
Alon. No more, I care not; 
Rather than groan beneath this load, I'll die. 

Zan, But for what better will you change this load ? 
Grant you ſhould know it, would not that be worſe? 
Alan. No, it would cure me of my mortal pangs, 
By hatred and contempt : I ſhould deſpiſe her ; 
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And all my love-bred agonies would vaniſh. 
Zan. Ah! ere I ſure of that, my Lord 
Alan. What then? 
Zan, You ſhould not hazard life to gain the ſecret. 
Alon. What doſt thou mean? Thou know'ſt I'm on 
/ the rack: 
I'll not be play'd with; ſpeak, if thou haſt aught, 
Or I this inſtant fly to Leonora. 
Zan. That is, to death. My lord, I am not yet 
Quite ſo far gone in guilt to ſuffer it, 
Tho' gone too far, Heav'n knows Tis I am guilty.— 
J have took pains, as you I know obſerv'd, 
To hinder you from diving in the ſecret, 
And turn'd aſide your thoughts from the detection. 
Alon. Thou doſt confound me. 
Zan, I confound myſelf, 
And frankly own, though to my ſhame I own it, 
Nought but your life in danger could have torn 
The-ecret out, and made me own my crime. 
"Alon. Speak quickly; Zanga, ſpeak. 
Zan, Not yet, dread Sir: 
Firſt I muſt be aſſur'd, that, if you find 
The fair one guilty, ſcorn, as yon afſur'd me, 
Shall conquer love and rage, and heal your ul. 
Alen. O! it will, by Heav'n, 
Zan. Alas! I fear it much, 
And ſcarce can hope ſo far; but I of this 
Exact your ſolemn oath, that you'll abſtain 
From all ſelf-violence, and ſave my lord. 
Alon, 1 trebly ſwear. 
Zan. You'll bear it like a man? 
Alon. A god. [feſs i it, 
Zan. Such have you been to me, theſe tears con- 
And pour'd forth miracles of kindneſs on me: 
And what amends is now within my power, 
But to confeſs, expoſe myſelf to juſtice, 
And as a bleſſing claim my puniſhment? 
Know then, Don Carlos 
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Alon. Oh! 

Zan. You cannot bear it. | 

Alon. Go on; I'll have it, tho” it blaſt mankind; ; 
PI have it all, and inſtantly. Go on. | 

Zan. Don Carlos did return at dead of _— 


Enter LEONORA. 


Lodi My lord Alonzo, you are abſent from us, 
And quite undo our joy. 

Alon, I'll come, my love: 

Be not our friends deſerted by us both 
I'll follow you this moment. 
Leon. My good lord, 
] do obſerve ſeverity of thought 
Upon your brow. Aught hear you from the Moors? 

Alon. No, my delight. 

Leon. What then employ'd your mind ? 

Alon. Thou, love, and only thou';-fo Heav' n be- 

friend me, 
As other thought can find no entrance here. 

Leon. How good in you, my lord, whom nations 
Solicit, and a world in arms obey, lcares 
To drop one thought on me! 

[He ſhews the utmoſt impatience. 

Alon. Doſt thou then prize it? 

Leon. Do you then aſk it? 

Alon. Know then, to thy comfort, 

Thou haſt me all; my throbbing heart is full 
With thee alone, I've thought of nothing elſe ; 
Nor ſhall, I from my ſoul believe, till death. 
My life, our friends expect thee. 
Leon. 1 obey. [Exit Leon. 
Alen. Is that the face of curs'd hypocriſy? 
If ſhe is guilty, ſtars are made of darkneſs, 
And beauty ſhall no more belong to heav'n, 
Don Carlos did return at dead of night : 
Proceed, good Zanga, ſo thy tale began. 
Zan. Don Carlos did return at dead of night; 
K 2 
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That night, by chance (ill chance for me) did 1 
Command the watch that guards the palace-gate. 
He told me he had letters for the King, 
Diſpatch'd from you. | 
Alon, The villain lied. 
Zan, My lord, 
J pray forbear——Tranſported at this fight, 
After ſo long a bondage, and your friend, 
(Who could ſuſpect him of an artifice?) 
No farther I inquir'd, but let him paſs, 
Falſe to my truſt, at leaſt imprudent in it. 
Our watch relicv'd, I went into the garden, 
As is my cuſtom when the night's ſerene, 
And took a moon-light walk; when ſoon I heard 
A ruſtling in an arbour that was near me. 
I ſaw two lovers in each others arms, 
Embracing and embrac'd. Anon the man 
- Aroſe, and, falling back ſome paces from her, 
Gaz'd ardently a while; then ruſh'd at once, 
And throwing all himſelf into her boſom, 
There ſoftly ſigh'd, ** O night of ecſtaſy ! 
* When ſhall we meet again? Don Carlos then 
Led Leonora forth, 
Alon. Ol Omy heart! [Hefinks into a chair. 
Zan. Groan on, and with the ſound refreſh my foul. 
*Tis thro' his heart; his knees ſmite one another: 
Fis thro” his brain; his eye-balls roll in anguiſh, 
(Aſide. 
15 lord, my lord, why will you rack my ſoul? 
Speak to me, let me know that you ſtill live. 
Do you not know me, Sir? Pray look upon me; 
You think too deeply: 1 am your own Zanga, 
So lov'd, ſo cheriſh'd, and ſo faithful to you.— 
Where ftart you ig ſuch fury? Nay, my lord, 
For Heav'n's fake meat your ſword | What can this 
mean ? 
Fool that I was, to truſt you with the ſecret; 
and you unkind, to break your word with me. 
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But and no more —ſet nature in a blaze, 
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O paſſion for a woman ! On the ground? 
W here is your boaſted courage ? where your ſcorn, 
And prudent rage, that was to cure your grief, 
And chaſe your love-bred agonies away ? F 
Riſe, Sir, for honour's ſake. Why ſhould the Mars, 
Why ſhould the vanquiſh'd, triumph ? 

Alon. W ould to Heav'n, 
That I were lower ſtill! O ſhe was all! 
My fame, my friendſhip, and my love of arms, 
All ſtoop'd to her; my blood was her poſſeſſion. 
Deep in the ſecret foldings of my heart 
She liv'd with life, and far the dearer ſhe. 


Give her a fit of jealouſ away—— 
To think on't is the torment of the damn'd; 
And not to think on't is impoſſible. 
How fair the cheek, that firſt alarm'd my ſoul ! 
How bright the eye, that ſet it on a flame 
How ſoft the breaſt, on which I laid my peace 
For years to ſlumber, unawak'd by care! 
How fierce the tranſport! how ſublime the bliſs! 
How deep, how black, the horror and deſpair ! 
Zan. You ſaid, you'd bear it like a man. 
Alon. 1 do. 
Am I not moſt diſtracted ? 
Zan. Pray be calm, 
Alon. As hurricanes: be thou aſſur'd of that. 
Zan. Is this the wiſe Alonzo 2 
Alon. Villain, no. 
He dy'd in th' arbour, he was murder'd there; 
I am his demon, tho my wife ! my wife 
Zan. Alas! he weeps. 
Alon. Go, dig her grave. 


Zan, My lord! fit 

Alon. But that her blood's too hot, I would carouſe 
Around my bridal board. 

Zan. And I would pledge thee. LA.. 


Alon. But I may talk too faſt. Pray let me think, 
K 3 
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And reaſon mildly.--Wedded, and undone, 
Before one night deſcends———O haſty evil! 
What friend to comfort me in this extreme? 
Where's Carlos? why is Carlos abfent from me ? 
Does he know what has happen'd? 
Zan. My good lord! 
Alon. O depth of horrors He my boſom friend ! 
Zan, Alas! compoſe yourſelf, my lord. 
Alon. To death, 
Gaze on her with both eyes fo ardently! 
Give them to vultures, tear them all in pieces! 
Zan. Moſt excellent ! { Aide. 
Alon. Hark! you can keep a ſecret. 
In yonder arbour bound with jeſſamin; 
Who's that? what villain's that? unhand her 
murder 
Tear them aſunder Murder how they grind 
My heart betwixt them! O let go my heart! 
Yet let it go—-Eubracing and embrac'd / 
O peſtilence!—Who let him in? A traitor. ; 
[ Goes toftab Zanga, he prevents him. 
Alas ! my bead turns round, and my limbs fail me. 
Zan, My lord! 
Alon. O villain, villain, moſt accurs'd ! 
If thou did'ſt know it, why did'f let me wed? 
Zan. Hear me, my lord; your anger will abate. 
knew it not; I faw them in the garden; 
But ſaw no more than you might well expect 
To ſee in lovers deflin'd for each other. 
By Heav'n 1 thonght their meeting innocent. 
Who could ſuſpect fair Leonora's virtue? 
Till after-proofs conſpired to blacken it; 
$ad proofs, which came too late, which broke not out 
(Eternal curſes on Alvarez hafte) | 
Till holy rites had made the wanton yours; 
And then, I own, I labour'd to conceal it, 
In duty, and compaſſion to your peace. ſthee. 
Alon. Live now, be damn'd hereafter ; for I want 
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0 night of eta) Ha ! was't not ſo? 
I will enjoy this murder Let me think—— 
The jeſs min bow'r; tis ſecret and remote 
Go, wait me there, and take thy dagger with thee. 

Exit Tanga 

How the ſweet ſound ftill fings within my ear! 
When ſpall we meet again? To-night, in hell. 


As he is going out, enter LEONORA, 


Ha ! I'm ſurpris'd; I ſtagger at her charms. 
O angel-devil Shall I ſtab her now? - 
No, it ſhall be as I had firſt determin'd: 
To kill her now, were half my vengeance loſt, 
Then I muſt now difſemble—if I can. 
Leon. My lord, excuſe me; fee, a ſecond time 
T come in embaſſy from all your friends, 
Whoſe joys are languid, uninſpir'd by you. 
Alen. This moment, Leonora, 1 was coming 
To thee, and all—But ſure, or I miſtake, 
Or thou canſt well infpire my friends with j Joy- | 
Leon. Why fighs my lord ? 


Alon. I ſigh'd not, Leonora. } 181 40 
Leon. I thought you did; your fighs are mine, "my 
And I fhall feel them all. | lord, 


Alin. Doſt flatter me? 
Leon. If my regards for you are ſlattery, 
Full far indeed 1 ſtretch'd the ee 
In this day's ſolemn rite. | 
Alon. What rite? 
Leon. You ſport me. 
Alon. Indeed I do; my heartis full of mirth. 
Leon. And fo is mine I look on cheerfulneſs, 
As on the health of virtue, 
Alon. Virtue l- damn 
Leon. What ſays my lord? 
Alon, Thou art excceding fair, 
Leon. Beauty alone is but of little worth; 
But when the ſoul and body of a piece, 
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Both ſhine alike, then they obtain a price, 
And are-a fit reward for gallant actions, | 
Heav'n's pay on earth for ſuch great ſouls as yours; 3 
If fair and innocent, I am your due. 
Alon. Innocent! [ Lfide. 
Leon. How my lord, I interrupt you. 
Alon. No, my beſt life, I muſt not part with thee : 
This hand is mine. O ! what a hand is here! 
So ſoft, ſouls ſink into it, and are loft ! 
Leon, In tears, my lord? — 
Alon. What leſs can ſpeak my joy? 
I gaze, and I forget my own exiſtence; 


*Tis all a viſion, my head ſwims in heav'n. 


Wherefore? O! wherefore, this Wen of beauty? 
And wherefore? O 
Why, I could gaze upon thy looks for ever, 
And drink in all my being from thine eyes; 
And I could ſnatch a flaming thunderbolt, 
And hurl deſtruction.— 

Leon. How, my lord! what mean you? 
Acquaint me with the ſecret of your heart, 
Or caſt me oùt for ever from your love. 

Alon. Art thou concern'd for me? 

Leon. My lord, you fright me. 

Is this the fondneſs of your nuptial hour? 
I am ill-us'd, my lord, I muſt not bear it. 
Why, when I woo your hand, is it deny'd me? 
Your very eyes, why are they taught to ſhui me? 
Nay, my good lord, I have a title here, 

[Taking his hand, 
And I will have it. Am I not your wife? 
Have I not juſt authority to know 
That heart, which I have purchas'd with my own! ? 
Lay it before me then, it is my due. 
Unkind Alonzo, tho' I might demand it, 
Behold, I kneel! ſee, Leonora kneels, 
And Geigns to be a beggar for her own! 
Tell me the ſecret, I conjure you tell me. 


i 
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The bride forgoes the homage of her day, 
Alvarez” daughter trembles in the duſt. 
Speak then, I charge you ſpeak, or I expire, 
And load you with my death. My lord my lord! 
Alon. Ha! ha! ha! [He breats from her, and 
Pb ſhe Sinks upon flor. 
Leon. Are theſe the joys which fondly I conceiv'd ? 
And is it thus a wedded life begins ? | 
What did I part with when I gave my heart? 
] knew not that all happineſs went with it. 
Why did 1 leave my tender father's wing, 
And venture into love? The maid that loves, 
Goes out to ſea upon a ſhatter'd plank, 
And puts her truſt in miracles for ſafety, 
Where ſhall I ſigh ? where pour out my complaint? 
He that ſhould hear, ſhould ſuccour, ſhould redrefs, 
He is the ſource of all. 
Alen. Go to thy chamber. 
I ſoon will follow ; that which now diſturbs thee 
Shall be clear'd up, and thou ſhalt not condemn me. 
[Exit Leonora 
O, how like innocence ſhe looks! What, ſtab her, 
And ruſh her into blood -I never can. 
In her, guilt ſhines, and nature holds my hand, 
How then ? Why thug— no more; it is determin'd. 


Enter Zaxca, 


Zan. I fear his heart has fail'd him. She muſt die. 
Can I not rouze the ſnake that's in his boſom, 
To ſting out human nature, and effect it? [Afde, 
Alon. This vaſt and ſolid earth, that blazing ſun, 
Thoſe ſkies thro* which it rolls, muſt all have end. 
What then is man? The ſmalleſt part of nothing. 
Day buries day, month month, and year the year; 
Our life is but a chain of many deaths. 
Can then death's ſelf be fear'd ? Our life much rather: 
Life is the deſart, life the ſolitude; 
Death joins us to the great majority; 
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Tis to be born to Platos, and to Cæſars; 


Tis to be great for ever; 
*Tis pleaſure, tis ambition, then, to die. 


Zan. | think, my lord, you'talk'd of death. 


Alon. I did. : 

Zan, I give thee joy; then Leonora's dead. 

Alon. No, Zanga, no; the greateſt guilt is mine: 
"Tis mine, who might have mark'd his midnight vilit; 
Who might have mark'd his tameneſs to reſign her; 
Who might have mark'd her ſudden turn of love: 
Theſe, and-a thouſand tokens more; and yet 
(For which, the ſaints abſolve my ſoul!) did wed. 

Zan. Where does this tend ? 

Alon. To ſhed a woman's blood 
Would ſtain my ſword, and make my wars inglorious ; 
But juſt reſentment to myſelf bears in it 
A ſtamp of greatneſs above vulgar minds. 

He who, ſuperior to the checks of nature, 
Dares make his life the victim of his reaſon, 
Does in ſome ſort that reaſon deify, 

And take a flight at heav'n. 

Zan, Alas! my lord, 

*Tis not your reaſon, but her beauty, finds 

Thoſe arguments, and throws you on your ſword.. 

You cannot cloſe an eye that is ſo bright, 

You cannot ſtrike a breaſt that is fo ſoft, 

That has ten thouſand ecſtafies in ſtore 

For Carlos? no, mv lord, I mean for you. 
Alon. O! thro' my heart and marrow ! Pr'ythee 

ſpare me ; 

Nor more upbraid the weakneſs of thy lord. 

I own I try'd, I quarreſ'd with my heart, 

And puſt'd it on, and bid it give her death; 

But O!] her eyes ſtruck firſt, and murder'd me. 

Zan. I know not what to anſwer to my lord, 
Men are but men; we did not make ourſelves. 
Farewel then, my beſt lord, fince you muſt die, 
© that I were to-ſhare your monument, 
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And in eternal darkneſs cloſe theſe eyes 
Againſt thoſe ſcenes which I am doom'd to A 
Alon. What doſt thou mean? 13 
Zan. And is it then unknown? 
O grief of heart, to think that you mould aſk i it 5 
Sure you diſtruſt that ardent love I bear you; 
Elſe could you doubt when you are laid in duſt—— 
But it will cut my poor heart thro' and thro', 
To ſee thoſe revel on your ſacred tomb, 
W ho brought you thither by their lawleſs loves: 
For there they'll revel, and exult to find 
Him ſleep ſo faſt, who elſe would mar theirjoys. 
Alen. Diſtraction But Don Carlos, well thou 
know'ſt, | 
Is ſheath'd in ſteel, and bent on other thoughts. 
Zan. I'll work him to the murder of his friend. 
[Afrde. 
Yes, till the fever of his blood returns, 
While her laſt kiſs ſtill glows upon his cheek. 
But when he finds Alonzo is no more, 
How will he ruſh like light'ning to her arms! 
There ſigh, there languiſh, there pour out his ſoul; 
But not in grief ſad obſequies to thee—— 
But thou wilt be at peace; nor ſee, nor hear, 
The burning kiſs, the figh of ecſtaſy, 
Their throbbing hearts that joſtle one another: 
Thank Heav'n, theſe torments will be all my own, 
Alon. I'll eag thee of that pain. Let Carlos die 
O'ertake him on the road, and ſee it done. 
'Tis my command. [Gives bis ſignet. 
Zan. I dare not diſobey. 
Alon. My Zanga, now I have thy leave to die. 
Zan. Ah! Sir, think, — again. Are all men 
buried 
In Carlos' grave? You 8 not womankind. 
When once the throbing of the heart has broke 
Ihe modeſt zone, with which it firſt was ty'd, 
Each man ſhe meets will be a Carlos to her. 
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Alon. That thought has more of hell than had the 
Another, and another, and another! former. 
And each ſhall caſt a ſmile upon my tomb ! 
I am convine'd ; I muſt not, wi not, die. 
Zan, You cannot die: nor can — murder her. 
What then remains ? In notere no third way, 
But to forget, and ſo to love again. 
Alon. Oh! 
Zan. If you forgive, the world will een you good ; 
If you forget, the world will call you w/e ; 
If you receive her to your grace again, 
The world will call you, very, very &ind. 
Alon. Zanga, I underſtand thee well. She dies: 
Tho' my arm tremble at the ſtroke, ſhe dies. Cup 
Zan. That's truly great. What think you 'twas fet 
Fhe Greek and Roman name in ſach a luſtre, 
But doing right in ſtern deſpite to nature, 
Shutting their ears to all her little cries, 
When great, auguſt, and godlike juſtice call'd ? 
At Aulis, one pour'd out a daughter's life, 
And gain'd more glory than by all his wars ; 
Another flew a ſiſter in juſt rage; | 
A third, the theme of all ſucceeding times, 
Gave to the cruel ax a darling ſon, 
Nay more, for juſtice ſome devote themſelves, 
As he at Carthage, an immortal name ! 
vet there is one ſtep left above em all, 
Above their hiſtory, above their fable, 
A wife, bride, miſtreſs, unenjoy'd—Do that, 
And tread upon the Greek and Roman glory, 
Alzn. Tis done—Again new tranſporis fire my 
I had forgot it, 'tis my bridal night. brain; 
Friend, give me joy, we muſt be gay together; | 
See that the feſtival be duly honour'd, 
And when with garlands the full bowl is erown'd, 
And mufic gives her elevating ſound, 
And golden carpets ſpread the ſacred floor, 
And a new day the blazing tapers pour, 
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Thou, Zanga, then my ſolemn friends invite, 
From the dark realms of everlaſting night; 

Call Vengeance, call the Furies, call Deſpair; 
And Death, our chief invited gueſt, be there; 

He with pale hand ſhall lead the bride, and read 

ternal curtains round our nuptial bed. L[Exeurt. 
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Enter AL ONZO. 


. ALONZO. | 

PITIFUL ! O terrible to fight! [wounds, 

Poor mangled ſhade, all cover'd o'er with 
And ſo diſguis'd with blood who murder'd thee ? 
Tell thy ſad tale, and thou ſhalt be reveng'd. 
Ha! Carlos? Horror! Carlos ?-O away! 
Go to thy grave, or let me ſink to mine: 
cannot bear the ſight What fight? Where am 1 ? 
There's nothing here—lf this was Fancy's work, 
She draws a picture ſtrongly. - 


Enter ZANGA. 


Zan. Ha! — you're pale. 

Alon. 1s Carlos murder'd ? 

Zan. 1 obey'd your order. 
Six ruffians overtook him on the road; 
He fought as he was wont, and four he ſlew, 
Then ſunk beneath an hundred wounds to death. 
His laſt breath bleſs'd Alonzo, and deſfir'd 
His bones might reſt-near yours. 

Alon. O Zanga! Zanga 
But I'll not think; for I muſt act; and thinking 
Would ruin me for action. O the medley 


Of right and wrong! the chaos in my brain |! 


He ſhould, and ſhould not die=You ſhould obey, 
And not obey=lt is a day of darkneſs, 
Vor. II. L 
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Of contradictions, 27: r many deaths. 
Where's Leonora then? Quick, anſwer me. 
I'm deep in boerors; 1'll be deeper ſtill.— 

I ſind thy artifice did take effect; 

And ſhe forgives my late deportment to her. 

Zan. I told her, from your childhood you was wont, 
On any great ſurpriſe, but chiefly then 
When cauſe of ſorrow tore it company, 

To have your paſſion ſhake the ſeat of reaſon : 

A momentary ill, which ſoon blew o'er. 

Then did I tell her of Don Carlos” death, 
{Wiſely ſuppreſſing by what means he fell), 

And laid the blame on that. At firſt the doubted ; 
But ſuch the honeſt artifice I us'd, 

And ſuch her ardent wiſh it ſhould be true, 
That ſhe, at length, was fully ſatisfy'd. 

Alon. I'was well ſhe was. In our late interview, 
My paſſion ſo far threw me from my guard, 
(Methinks 'tis ftrange !) that, conſcious of her guilt» 
She ſaw not, thro” its thin diſguiſe, my heart. 

Zan. But what deſign you, Sir, and how? 

Alon. Tl tell thee. | 
Thus I've ordain'd it: In the jeſs'min bow'r, 

The place which ſhe diſhonour'd with her guilt, 
There will I ineet her; the appointment's made; 
And calmly ſpread (for I can do it now) 

The blackneſs of her crime before her fight ; 

And then, with all the cool ſolemnity 

Of public juſtice, give her to the grave. Exit. 

Zan. Why, get thee gone! Horror and Night go 
Siſters of Acheron, go hand in hand, [ with thee ! 
Go dance around the bow'r, and cloſe them in; 

And tell them that I ſent yoy to ſalute them ! 
Profane the ground; and for th' ambroſial roſe, 
And breath of jeſſamin, let hemloc blacken, 
And deadly nightſhade poiſon all the ar! 

For the ſweet nightingale, may ravens croak, 
Toads pant, and adders ruſtle thro' the leaves; 
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May ſerpents, winding up the trees, let fall 
Their hiſſi ng necks upon them from above, 
And mingle kiſſes—ſuch as 1 ſhould give them! [EA I- 


LEONORA /eeping. Enter ALONZO. 


Alon. Ye amaranths! ye roſes, like the morn ! 
Sweet myrtles, and ye golden orange-groves! 
Why do you ſmile? why do you look ſo fair? 

Are you not blaſted as I enter in ? 
Yes, ſee bow ev'ry flow'r lets fall its head! 
How ſhudders ev'ry leaf without a wind! 
How ev'ry green is as the ivy pale! 
Did ever midnight ghoſts aſſemble here ? 
Have theſe ſweet echoes ever learn'd to groan? 
Joy giving, love - inſpiring, holy bow'r ! 
Know, in thy fragrant boſom thou receiv'ſt 
A- murdcrer. O! I ſhall tain thy lilies, 
And horror will uſurp the ſeat of bliſs. 
So Lucifer broke into paradiſe, 
And ſoon damnation follow'd. [He advances.] Ha! 
ſhe ſleep 

The day's uncommon heat has overcome her. 
Then take, my longing eyes, your laſt full gaze. 
O what a fight is here! how dreadful fair 
Who would not think that being innocent? 
Where ſha!l | ftrike? Who ftrikes her, ſtrikes himſelf, 
My own life-blood will ifſue at her wound. 
O my diſtracted heart 0 cruel Heaven! 
To give ſuch charms as theſe, and then call man, 
Mere man, to be your executioner ! 
Was it becauſe it was too hard for you? 
But ſce, ſhe ſmiles ! I never ſhall ſmile more: 
It ſtrongly tempts me to a parting kiſs. 

[Going, he flarts back. 
Ha ! ſmile again? ſhe dreams of him ſhe loves. 
Curſe on her charms! I'll tab her thro' them all. 

L 3 
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[ As he is going to ſirike, e wakes, 
Leon. My lord, your ſtay was long, and yonder lull 
Of falling waters tempted me to reſt, 
Diſpirited with noon's exceſſive heat. ly the day! 
Alon. Le Pow'rs! with what an eye ſhe mends 
While they were clos'd I ſhould have given the blow. 
[ Aides 
O for a laſt embrace! and then for juſtice. 
Thus Heav'n and I ſhall both be ſatisfy'd. 
Leon. What ſays my lord ? 
Alon, Why this Alonzo ſays : 
If love were endleſs, men were gods : 'tis that 
Does counterbalance travel, danger, pain— 
*Tis Heav'n's expedient to make mortals bear 
The light, and cheat them of the peaceful grave. 

Leon. Alas! my lord, why talk you of the grave? 
Your friend is dead; in friendſhip you ſuſtain 
A mighty loſs, repair it with my love. 

Alan. Thy love? thou piece of witchcraft I wou'd 
Thou brighteſt angel! I could gaze for ever. [ ſay, 
Where had'ſt thou this? enchantreſs, tell me where? 
Which with a touch works miracles, boils up 
My blood to tumults, and turns round my brain ! 
Ev'n now thou ſwim'ſt before me. I ſhall loſe thee. 
No, I will make thee ſure, and claſp thee all. 

Who turn'd this lender waift with ſo much art, 

And ſhut perfection in ſo ſmall a ring? 

Who ſpread that pure expanſe of white above, 

On which the dazzled fight can find no reſt ; 

But, drunk with beauty, wanders up and down 

For ever, and for ever finds new charms ? 

But, O thoſe eyes | thoſe murderers ! O whence, 

Whence didſt thou ſteal their burning orbs? From 
Heav'n? 

Thou didſt; and *tis religion to adore them. 

Lean. My beſt Alonzo, moderate your thought: 
Extremes ſtill fright me, tho' of love itſelf. 
Alon. Extremes indeed! It hurried me away; 
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But I come home again and now for juſtice—— 
And now for death Alt is impoſſible——— 
Sure ſuch were made'by Heav'n guiltleſs to fin, 
Or in their guilt to laugh at puniſhment. [ Afide. 
J leave her to juſt Heav'n. 

[ Drops the dagger, and goes F 

Leon, Ha !. a dagger. 1 

What doſt thou ſay, thou miniſter of death ? : 
What dreadful tale doſt tell me? Let me think. 


Enter ZANGA. 


Zan. Death to my tow'ring hope! O fall from high f 
My cloſe long-labour'd ſcheme at once is blaſted. 
That dagger found will cauſe her to inquire ; 


Inquiry will diſcover all; my hopes 


Of vengeance periſh ;. I myſclf am loſ. 
Curſe on the coward's heart ! wither his hand, 
Which held the ſteel in vain What can be done? 
Where can I fix?——That's ſomething ſtill— twill 
Fell rage and bitterneſs betwixt their ſouls, [breed 
W hich may perchance grow vp to greater evil ; 
H not, 'tis all I can—It ſhall be ſc—— [ 4/ide. 
Leon. O Zanga ! 1 am finking in my fears. Fe 
Alonzo dropt this dagger as he left me, 
And left me in a ſtrange: diſorder too. 
What can this mean?” Angels preſerve his life! | 
Zan. Yours, Madam; yours. | 
Leon, What, Zangay doſt thou ſay? 18 
Zan, Carry you goodneſs then to ſuch extremes, 
So blinded to the faults of him you love, 
That you perceive not he is Jealous? 
Leon. Heavens! 
And yet a thouſand things recur that ſwear it. 
What villain could inſpire him with that thought? 
It is not of the growth of his on nature. 
Zan. Some villain; who, Hell . but he is 
jealous; 
And 'tis moſt fit a heart ſo-pure 2 as yours 
L 3 
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Do itſelf juſtice, and aſſert its honour, 

And make him conſcious of his ſtab to virtue. 
Leon. Jealous ! it fickens at my heart. Unkind, 

Ungen'rous, groundleſs, weak, and inſolent ! 

Why? wherefore ? on what ſhadow of occaſion ? 

"Tis faſcination, tis the wrath of Heav'n 

For the collected crimes of all his race. 

O how the great man leſſens to my thought 

How could ſo mean a vice as jealouſy, 

Unnatural child of ignorance and guilt, 

Which tears and feeds upon its parent's heart, 

Live in a throng of fuch exalted virtues ? 

I ſcorn and hate, yet love him, and adore. 

I cannot, will not, dare not, think it true, 

Till from himſelf F know it. [Exit 

Zan. This fucceeds 

Juſt to my wiſh: Now ſhe with violence 

Upbraids him. He, not doubting ſhe is guilty, 

Rages no leſs; and, if on either fide #4 

The waves run high, there til] live hopes of ruin. 


Enter ALON%zo. 


My lord. | 
Alon. O Zanga ! hold thy peace, I am no coward:: 
But Heaven itſelf did hold my hand: I felt it; 
By the well-being of my ſoul, I did. | 
I'll think of vengeance at another ſeaſon. 2 | 
Zan, My lord, her guilt——— | 
Alon. Perdition on thee, Moor, 
For that one word.” Ah! do not rouze that thought; 
I have o'erwhelm'd it much as poſſible: 
Away then, let us talk of other things. 
I tell thee, Moor, I love her to diſtraction. 
If 'tis my ſhame, why be it ſo I love her; 
Nor can I help it, tis impos'd upon me 
By ſome ſuperior and reſiſtleſs pow'r.. 
I could not hurt her, to be lord of earth; 
It ſhocks my nature like a ſtroke at Heav'n. 
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Angels defend her, as if innocent. | 
But ſee, my Leonora comes: begone. [Exit W 


Enter LER ONORA. 


O ſeen for ever! yet for ever new ! 

The conquer'd thou doſt conquer o'er aguin, 

Inflicting wound on wound. | 
Leon. Alas, my lord ! 

What need of this to me ? 

Alon. Ha ! doſt thou weep ? 

Leon. Have I no cauſe? 

Alon. If love is thy concern, 

Thou haſt no cauſe; none ever lov'd like me.- 
But wherefore this? is it to break my heart, 
Which loſes ſo much blood for mY tear ? 

Leon. Is it ſo tender? 

Alon. Is it not? O Heav'n! 

Doubt of my love? why, I am nothing elſe; 
It quite abſorbs my ev'ry other paſſion. 
O that this one embrace would laſt for ever ! 

Leon. Could this man ever mean to wrong my 
Could this man e'er deſign upon my life? [virtue? 
Impoſſible ! I throw away the thought. [ Afede: 
Theſe tears declare how much I taſte the joy 
Of being folded in your arms and heart; 

My univerſe does ly within that ſpace. | 
This dagger bore falſe witneſs. [ Showing it. 

Alen. Ha! my dagger? | 
It rouſes horrid images. Away, 

Away with it, and let us talk of love, 
Plunge ourſelves deep into the ſweet illuſion, 
And hide us there from every other thought, 

Leon. It touches you, * | 

Alon. Let's talk of love. 

Leon. Of death. 

Alon. As thou lov'ſt happineſ 
Leon. Of murder. 

Alon. Raſh, 
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Raſh woman, yet forbear. — 

Lein. Approve my wrongs | © 

Alen. Then muſt I fly, for thy ſake and my own. 

Leen, Nay, by my injuries, you firſt muſt hear me: 
Stab me, then think it much to hear me 8 

ln. Heav'ns ſtrike me deaf! | 

Leon. It well may ſting you home. 

Alon. Alas! thou quite miſtak'ſt my cauſe of pain, 
Yet, yet diſmiſs me; I am all in flames. 

Len. Who has moſt cauſe? you, or myſelf? What 
Of my whole life encourag'd you to this? act 
Or of your own, what guilt has drawn it on you? 

You find me kind, and think me kind to all : 

The weak, ungen'rous error of your ſex. 

What could infpire the thought? We oft'neſt judge 
From our own hearts; and is yours then ſo frail, _ 
It prompts you to conceive thus ill of me? 

He that can ſtoop to harbour ſuch a thought, 
Deſerves to find ãt true. Holding bim. 
Alon. O ſex, Ex, ſex! | r $2.04 0 

The language of you all. IIl- fated woman l 

Why haft thou forc'd me back into the gulph 

Of agonies, I had block'd up from thought? 

} know the caufe : thou ſaw'ſt me impotent | 
Erewhile to hurt thee, therefore thou turn'ſt on me; 
But, by the pangs I ſuffer, to thy wo; 

For fince thou haſt replung'd me in my torture, 

1 will be ſatisfy'd ! 

Leon. Be ſatisfy'd ! 

Alon. Yes; thy own mouth ſhall witneſs it againſt 
I will be fatisfy'd [thee ; 

Leon. Of what? 

Alon. Of what! 

How dar'ſt thou aſk that queſice ? Woman, woman, 
Weak, and aſſur'd at once; thus 'tis for ever. 

W ho told thee that thy rictue was ſuſpected? 
Who told thee I deſign'd upon thy life! 

You found the dagger ; but that could not ſpeak; 
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Nor did I tell thee ; who did tell thee then ? 
Guilt, conſcious guilt. 
Leon. This to my face? O Heav'n! 
Alon. This to thy very ſoul. 
Leon. Thou'rt not in earneſt ? 
Alon. Serious as death. 
Leon. Then Heaven have mercy on thee! 
Till now, I ſtruggled not to think it true; 
I ſought conviction, and would not believe it. 
And doſt thou force me? this ſhall not be borne: 
Thou ſhalt repent this inſult. [Coing. 
Alan. Madam, ſtay, | 
Your paſſion's wiſe, *tis a diſguiſe for guilt : 
"Tis my turn now to fix you here a while; 
You, and your thouſand arts, ſhall not eſcape me. 
Leon. Arts! 
Alon. Arts. Confeſs, for death i is my hind. 
Leon, Tis in your words. 
Alon. Confeſs, confeſs, confeſs ; 
Nor tear my veins with paſſion to compel thee. 
Leon. I ſcorn to anſwer thee, preſumptuous man! 
Alon. Deny then, and incur a fovler ſhame. 
Where did 1 find this picture ? 
Leon. Ha, Don Carlos? 
By my beſt hopes, more welcome than thy own. 
Alon. I know it; but is vice ſo very rank, 
That thou ſhould'ſt dare to daſh it in my face? 
Nature is ſick of thee, abandon'd woman! 
Leon. Repent. 
Alon. Is that for me? 
Leon. Fall, aſk my pardon. 
Alon. Aftoniſhment ! 
Leon. Dar'ſt thou perſiſt to think I am diſhoneſt? 
Alon. I know thee ſo. 
Leon. This blow then to thy bear. l 
[She /tabs herſelf, he endeavouring to prevent her. 
Alen. Ho, Zanga ! Iſabella! ho! She bleeds. 
Deſcend, ye bleſſed angels, to aſſiſt her 
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Leon. This is the only way that I would wonnd thee, 
Tho moſt unjuſt. Now think me guilty ſtill. 


Enter ISABELLA, 


Alon. Bear her to inſtant help: The world to ſave 

her, 

Leon. Unhappy man! well may'ſ thou gaze and 
But fix thy terror and amazement right; {tremble ! 
Not on my blood, . but on thy own diſtraction. 

What haſt thou done? whom cenſur d? Leonora. 
When thou hadſt cenſur'd, thou wouldſt ſave her life; 
O inconſiſtent! Should I live in ſhame, 
Or ſtoop to any other means but this 
T' aſſert my virtue? No; ſhe who diſputes, 
Admits it poſſible ſhe might be guilty. 
While aught but truth could be m' inducement to it, 
Whileit might look like an excuſe to thee, 
I ſcorn'd to vindicate my innocence ; 
But now, I let thy raſhneſs know, the wound 
Which leaft 1 feel, is that my dagger made. 

[Iſabella lead out Leonora. 

Alon. Ha! was this woman guilty ?—and if not— 
How my thought darkens that way ! Grant, kind 
That ſhe prove guilty, or give being end, {Heav'n, 
Is that my hepe, then?—Sure, the ſacred duſt 
Of her that bore me trembles in its urn, 

Is it in man the fore diſtreſs to bear, 

When hope itſelf is blacken'd to deſpair ? 

When all the bliſs I pant for, is to gain 

In hell a refuge from ſeverer pain? [ Exit Alonzo. 


Enter ZAN CA. 


Zan. How ſtands the great account twixt me and 
vengeance? 
Tho' much is paid, yet ſtill it owes me much, 
And I will not abate a ſingle groan,— 
Ha! that were well— but that were fatal too 


Why be it ſy—Revenge ſo truly great 
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Would come too cheap, if bought with leſs than life. 
Come death, come hell, then; 'tis reſoly'd; 6 done. 
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Iſeib. Ah! Zangs, ſee me tremble: has not yet 
Thy cruel heart its fill Poor Leonora 
Zan. Welters in blood, and gaſps for her laſt breath. 
What then? we all muſt die. 
Lab. Alonzo raves; © 
And, in the tempeſt of his grief, has thrice 
Attempted on his life. At length diſarm'd, 
He calls his friends that ſave him his worſt foes, 
And importunes the ſkies for ſwift perdition. 
Thus in his ſtorm of forrow. After pauſe, 
He ſtarted up, and calFd aloud for Zanga 
For Zanga rav'd ; and ſee, he ſeeks you here, 
To learn that truth which moſt he dreads to know. 
Zan. Begone. Now, now, my foul, confummate 
all. , [Exit Iſabella. 


Enter ALONZO. 


Alon. O Zanga! . 
Z an. Do not tremble fo; but ſpeak. 


Alan. I dare not. [Falls on him. 
Zan. You will drown me with your tears. 
Alen. Have I not cauſe? 
Zan, As yet you have no cauſe. 
Alu. Doſt thou too rave? 
Zan. Your anguiſh is to come. 
You much have been abus'd. 
Alan. Abus'd ! By whom? 
Zan. To know, were little comfort. 
Alon. O! 'twere much. 
Zan, Indeed! 
Alon. By Heav'n. O give him to my fury! 
Lan. Born for your uſe, 1 live but to oblige you. 
Know then, 'twas=—-], 
Alon. Am 1 awake? 
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Zan. For ever. LEA 
Thy wife is guiltleſs ; that's one tranſport to me: 
And l, I let thee know it; that's another. 
I urg'd Don Carlos to reſign his miſtreſs ; 
1 forg'd the letter, I diſpos'd the picture 
J hated, I deſpis'd, and I deſtroy. 
Alen. Oh!  [Sawoons, 
Zan. Why this is well--why this is blow for blow ! 
Where are you? Crown me, ſhadow me, with laurels, 
Ye ſpirits which delight in juſt revenge ! | | 
Let Europe and her pallid ſons go weep, 
Loet Afric and her hundred thrones rejoice. 
O my dear countrymen ! look down and ſee 
How I beſtride your proſtrate conqueror ! 
I tread on haughty Spain, and all her kings: 
But this is mercy, this is my induigence, : - 
"Tis peace, tis refuge from my indignation : 
I muſt awake him into horrors. Hoa 
Alonzo, hoa! the Moor is at the gate; 
Awake, invincible, omnipotent ! 5 
Thou who doſt all ſubdue. 
Alon. Inhuman ſlave! | | 
Zan. Fall'n Chriſtian, thou miſtak'ſt my character. 
Look on me. Who am 1? I know, thou ſay'ſt 
The Moor, a ſlave, an abject, beaten ſlave, 
(Eternal woes to him that made me ſo!) 
But look again. Has fix years cruel bondage 
Extinguiſh'd majeſty ſo far, that nought 
Shines here, to give an awe of one above thee ? 
When the great Mooriſh king Abdalla fell, 
Fell by thy hand accurs'd, I fought faſt by him, 
His ſon, tho' thro” his fondneſs in diſguiſe, 
Leſs to expoſe me to th' ambitious foe. 
Ha! does it wake thee ? O'er my father's corſe 
I ſtood aftride, till I had clove thy creſty 
And then was made the captive of a ſquadron, 
And ſunk into thy fervant——But O!] what, 
What were my wages? Hear not, heav'n nor earth! 
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My wages were a blow; by Heav'n, a blow; 
And from a mortal hand ! 1 i i 
Alon. O villain ! villain! _. T Tel 
Zan. All ſtrife is vain. [Shewing à dagger. 
Alon. 1s thus my love return'd? 
Is this my recompenſe? Make friends of tygers! 
Lay not your young, O mothers, on the breaſt, 
For fear they turn to ſerpents as they ly, 
And pay you for their nouriſhment with death. 
Carlcs is dead, and Leonora dying; 
Both innocent, both murder'd,. both by me. 
That heav'nly maid, which ſhould have liv'd for ever, 
At leaſt have gently ſlept her foul aways 
Whoſe life ſhould have ſhut up as ev'ning flow'rs 
At the departing ſun— was murdered! murder'd ! 
O ſhame! O guilt ! O horror! O remorſe ! 
O puniſhment! had Satan never fell, 
Hell had been made for me—O Leonora! 
Zan. Muſt 1 defpiſe thee too, as well as hate thee? 
Complain of grief, complain thou art a man, 
Priam from Fortune's lofty ſummit fell, 
Great Alexander *midft his conqueſts mourn'd, 
Heroes and demigods have known their ſorrows, 
Czfſars have wept, and I have had my blow; 
But 'tis reveng'd, and now my work is done. 
Yet, ere I fall, be it one part of vengeance, 
To make even thee confeſs that I am juſt, 
Thou ſeeſt a prince, whoſe father thou haſt Nain; 
Whoſe native country thou haſt laid in blood; 
Whoſe ſacred perſon, O.! thou haſt profan'd; 
Whoſe reign extinguiſh'd : what was left to me 
So highly born? no kingdom, but Revenge; 
No treaſure, but thy tortures and thy groans. 
If men ſhould aſk who brought thee to thy end, 
Tell them the Moor, and they will not deſpiſe thee. 
If cold white mortals cenſure this great deed, 
Warn them, they judge not of ſuperior beings, 
Souls made.of fire, and children of the ſun, | 
Vol. II. M | 
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With whom revenge is virtue. Fare thee well 

Now fully ſatisfy'd, I ſhould take leave; 

But one thing grieves me, fince thy death is near, 

I leave thee my example how to die. 

[ 1s he is going to ſtab himſelf, Alonzo ruſhes upon 
him to prevent him. In the mean time enter Alva- 
rez, attended, They d: arm and ſeize Zanga. A- 
lonzo puts the dagger in bis boſom. 

Alon. No monſter, thou ſhalt not eſcape den. 

O father! 

Alv. O Alonzo 3 ſabella, 
Touch'd with remorſe to ſee her miſtreſs' pangs, 
Told all the dreadful tale. 

Alen. W hat groan was that ? 

Zan. As ] have been a vulture to thy heart, 

So will I be a raven to thine car; 

And true as ever ſnuff'd the ſcent of blood, 

As ever flapp'd its heavy wing againſt 

The window of the ſick, and croak'd deſpair. 

Thy wife is dead. 

[Alvarez goes to the fide of the ſlage, and returns. 
Alv. The dreadful news is true. | 
Alen. Prepare the rack, invent new torments for him. 
Zan. This too is well. The fix'd and noble mind 

Turns all occurrence to its own advantage, | 

And I'll make vengeance of calamity. 

Were I not thus reduc'd, thou wouldſt not 1 

That, thus reduc'd, I dare defy thee ſtill. 

Torture thou mayft, but thou ſhalt ne'er deſpiſe, me 

The blood will follow where the knife is driven, 

The fleſh will quiver where the princers tear, 

And ſighs and cries by nature grow on pain. 

But theſe are foreign to the ſoul: not mine 

The groans that iſſue, or the tears that fall; 

They diſobey me. On the rack I ſcorn thee, 

As when my faulchion clove thy helm in battle. 

Ale. Peace, villain, 
Zan. While 1 live, old man, Fl! ſpeak: 
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And well Il know thou dar'ſt not kill me yet; 
For that wou'd rob thy blood- bounds of their prey. 
Alan. Who call'd Alonzo? 
Alv. No one call'd, my fon. 
Alen. Again !—'tis Carlos? voice, and I obey. 
O how I laugh at all that this can do! 
[Shewing the dagger. 
The wounds that pain'd, the wounds that murder'd 
Were giv'n before; I am already dead, ſme, 
This only marks my body for the grave. 
[Stabs himſelf. 
Afric, thou art reveng'd=O Leonora!= _ [Dies. 
Zan. Good ruffians, give me leave; my blood is yours? 
The wheel's prepar'd, and you ſhall have it all; 
Let me but look one moment on the dead, 
And pay yourſelves with gazing on my pangs. 
[He goes to Alonzo's body, 
Is this Alonzo? Where's the haughty mien? 
Is that the hand which ſmote me? Heav'ns! how pale! 
And art thou dead? ſo is my enmity : 
war not with the duſt; the great, the proud, 
The conqueror of Afric was my foe. 
A lion preys not upon carcaſſes. 
This was the only method to ſubdue me. 
Terror and doubt fall on me; all thy good 
Now blazes, all thy guilt is in thy grave. 
Never had man ſuch funeral applauſe; 
If I lament thee, fure thy worth was great. 
O vengeance ! I have follow'd thee too far, 
And to receive me hell blows all her fires. 
[He is borne ei 
Av. Dreadful effect of jealouſy! a rage 
In which the wiſe with caution will engage ; 
Reluctant long, and tardy to believe, 
Where ſway'd by nature we ourſelves deceive; 
Where our own folly joins the villain's art, 
And each man finds a Zanga in his heart. 
[ Exeunt. 
M 32 
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By a ruin D. 


OUR author ſent me, in an humble ſtrai u, 
T» beg you'd bleſs the off repring of his brain : 
And l, your 775 promi d in your name, 
De child ſbauld live at leaſt fix days of fame, 
T like the brat, but flill his faults can find, 
And, by the parent's leave, will ſpeak my mind. 
Gallants, pray tell me, da you think 'twaz well, 
To let a willing maid lead apes in hell? 

Du, nicer ladies, ſhould you think it right 

To eat no ſupper= an your wedding night ? 

Sbou'd Engliſh huſbands dare to ſtarve their wives, 
Be ſure they'd lead moſt comfartable lives ! 

Aus he loves miſchief; and, with groundleſi fears, 
Would fain ſet loving couples by the ears ; 

IVould ſpoil the tender huſbands of our nation, 

By teaching them this vile outlandiſh faſhion : 

But abe de been taught in our good-natur'd clime, 
That jealouſy, the juſt, is till a crime, 
And will be flill ; for nat to blame the plot 
That fame Alonzo was a ſtupid ſot, 

2% kill a bride, a miſtreſs unenjoy'd ; 

were forme excuſe, had the poor man been clay d: 
To kill her on ſuſpicion, er he knew 

IWhether the heinous crime were falſe or true. 

The prieſt dee grace, ſhe met him in the bow'r, 
In hopes jhe might anticipate an hour. 

Love was her errand ; but the hot-brain'd Spaniard, 
22 of love produc - filthy poniard— 

Had he been wiſe at this their private meeting, 
The prof o th! pudding had been in the eating. 
Madam had then been pleas'd, and Don contented, 
And all this blood and murder been prevented. 
Britons, be wiſe, and from this ſad example, 
Ne'es break a bargain, but firſt take a ſample. 
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By his Malz ST 's Servants, 


FRO 0-4-8: 
Written by Mr Dops LEX, 


And ſpoken by Mr HavasD. 


THE tragic muſe, revelving many a page 
Cf Time's long records, drawn from ev"ry age, 
Forms not her plans on loaw or trivial deeds, 
But marks the ſtriking !—When ſome hero bleeds 
Te ſave his country, then her pow'rs y 6 
And fouls congenial catch the patriot fire —— 
Ilhen bold Oppreſſion grinds a Ju ring land ; 
I hen the keen dagger gleams in Murder's band; 
It hen black Cen fpiracy infeds the throng, 
Gr fell Revenge fits brooding ver his wrong : 
Then walks ſhe forth in terror; at her frown 
Guilt ſhrinks, appall'd, ths" ſeated on a throne. 
But the rack'd foul when dark ſuſpicions rend, 
When brothers hate, and ſons — Cree contend ; 
Il ben claſhing int reſis war eternal wage; 
And love, the tend" reft paſſion, turns to rage © 
Then grief on ev'ry viſage ſtands impreſi'd, 
And pity throbs in every feeling breaſt ; 
Hope, Fear, and Indignation, riſe by turns, 
And the flrong ſcene with various paſſuon burns. 
Such ts our tale :==Nor bluſh if tears ſhould flow ; 
They're Virtue's tribute paid to human wo. 
Such drops new luftre to bright eyes impart ; 
The filent witneſs of a tender heart 
Such drops adorn the nobleft beo cheek, 
And paint bis worth in ſtrokes that more than ſpeat. 
Not he who cannot weep, but he who can, 
Shew: the great foul, and proves himſelf a man. 


Vet do not idly grieve at others pain, 
Nor let the tears of nature fall in vain: 
Watch theclyſecrimes fromwhencetheirills have grun, 
And from their frailtizs learn to mend your cw7. 
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PHILIP, King of Macedon, Mr Berry. 


PERSEUS, his elder Son, Mr Moſſop. 
DEMETRIUS, his younger Son, Mr Garrick. 


FERICLES, the Friend of Perſeus, Mr Blakes. 
AnT1GoONUs, a Miniſter of ſtate, Mr Burton. 


Dymas, the King's Favourite, Mr Simſon, 
Pos THUMIUs, ? Roman Am- Mr Winſtone. 
CUuRT1US, baſſadors, Mr Mozeen. 


ERIXENE, the Thracian Princeſs, Mrs Bellamy. 
Her Attendant, Miſs Hippiſley. 
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BSN MS 
ACT 1. 
Enter CURTIUS and POSTHUMIUS, 
Cukrius. 


HERE's ſomething of magnificence db us 
I have not ſeen at Rome. But you can tell me. 
[Gazes round. 
Poft. True: hither ſent on former embaſſies, 
I know this ſplendid court of Macedon, 
And haughty Philip, well. 
Curt. His pride preſumes 
To treat us here like ſubjects, more than Romans, 
More than ambaſſadors,” who in our boſoms 
Bear peace and war, and throw him which we pleaſe, 
As Jove his ſtorm or ſuaſhine on his creatures. 
Poſt. This Philip only, ſince Rome's glory roſe, 
Preſerves its grandeur to the name of king; 
Like a bold ftar, that ſhews its fires by day. 
The Greek, who won the world, was ſent before him, 
As the grey dawn before the blaze of noon : 
Philip had ne'er been conquer'd, but by Rome; 
And what can Fame fay more of mortal man? 
Curt. I know his public character. 
Poſt. It pains me 
To turn my thoughts on his domeſtic tate. 
There Philip is no god ; but pours his heart, 
In ceaſeleſs groans, o'er his contending fons ; 
And pays the ſecret tax of mighty men 


To their mortality. 
Curt. But whence the ſtrife 


Which thus afflicts him? 
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Poſt. From this Philip's bed 
Two Alexanders fpriag. | 
Curt. And but one world! ? 
”F will never do. | 
Pot.” They both are bright; but one 
| Benignly bright, as ſtars to mariners; 
And one a comet, with, malignant, | blaze, 
Denouncing ruin. 
Curt. You-mean Perſeus, 
Pt. True. 
The younger ſon, Demetrius, you well know, 
Was bred at Rome, our hoſtage from his ** 
Soon after, he was ſent ambaſſador, 
When Philip fear'd the thunder of our arms. 
Rome's manners won him, and his manners Rome, 
Who granted peace, declaring ſhe forgave, 
To his high worth, the condu of his father. 
This gave him all the hearts of Macedon ; 
Which, join'd to his high patronage from Rome; 
Inflames his jealous brother. 
Curt. Glows there not 
A ſecond brand of enmity ? 
Poſt. O yes; 
The fair of Erixene. 
Curt. I've partly heard 
Her ſmother'd ſtory. 
Poſt. Smother'd by the king; ; 
And wiſely too: but thou ſhalt hear it all. 
Not ſeals of adamant, not mountains whelm'd 
On guilty ſecrets, can exclude the day. 
Long burnt a fix'd hereditary hate 
Between the crowns of Macedon and Thrace ; 
The ſword by both too much indulg'd in blood. 
Philip at length prevail'd; he took, by night, 
The town and palace of his deadly foe ; | 
Ruſh'd thro' the flames, which he had kindled round, 
And flew him, bold in vain: nor reſted there; 
But, with unkindly cruelty, deſtroy'd 


* 
£ 
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Two little ſons within their mather's arms; 
Thus meaning to tread out thoſe ſparks of war 
Which might one day flame up to great revenge. 
The queen, thro? grief, on her dead ſons expir'd. 
One child alone ſurviv'd; a female infant, 
Amid theſe horrors, in the craddle ſmil'd. 

Curt. What of that infant? 

Poft. Stung with ſharp remorſe, 

The victor took, and gave her to his queen. 
The child was bred and honour'd as her own: 
She grew, ſhe bloom'd ; and now her eyes repay 
Her brother's wounds on Philip's rival ſons, 

Curt. Is then Erixene that Thracian child? 
How juſt the gods! from out that ruin'd houſe 
He took a brand to ſet his own on fire. 

Pct. To give thee, friend, the whole in Tomy 
This is the picture of great Philip's court: 
The proud, but melancholy king, on high, 
Majeſtic fits, like Jove, enthron'd in darkneſs; 
His ſons are as the thunder in his hand; 
And the fair Thracian princeſs is a ſtar 
That ſparkles by, and A the ſolemn ſcene. 

[Shouts heard. 

Tis their great day, Wen! of all their year, 
The fam'd luſtration of their martial powers; 
I hence, for our audience, choſen by the king. 
If he provokes a war, his empire ſhakes, 
And all her lofty glories nod to ruin. 

Curt. Who comes ? 

Pot. O, that's the jealous * brother; 
Irregular in manners, as in form. 
Obſerve the fire high birth and empire kindle ! 

Curt. He holds his conference with much emotion. 

Port. The brothers both can talk, and, in their turns, 
Have borne away the prize of eloquence 
At Athens. Shun his walk : our own debate 
Is now at hand. We'll ſeek his lion fire, 
Who dares to frown en us his conquerors, 


2 
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And carries ſo much monarch on his brow 


wm wounds we gave him. 
[ Exeunt. 


Enter PrRSEUSs and PERICLES. 


Perſ. Tis empire! empire! empire! Let that word 

Make ſacred all I do or can attempt 

Had I been born a ſlave, I ſhould affect it: 

My nature's fiery, and, of courſe, aſpires, 

Who gives an empire, by the gift defeats 

All end of giving; and procures contempt, 

Inſtead of gratitude, An empire loſt, 

Deſtroy'd, would leſs confound me, than reſign'd. 
Peric. But are you ſure Demetrius will attempt? 
Perf. Why does Rome court him? for his virtues ? 

To fire him to dominion : to blow up No. 

A civil war; then to ſupport him in it: a 

He gains the name of king, and Rome the pow' r. 
Peric, This is indeed the common art of Rome. 
Per/. That fource of juſtice thro' the Women ring 

world! 

His youth and valour ſecond Rome's deſigns: 

The firſt impels him to preſumptuous hope; 

The laſt ſupports him in it. Then his perſon ! 

Thy hand, O Nature, bas made bold with mine. 

Yet more; what words diſtil from his red lip, 

To gull the multitude ! and they make kings. 

Ten thouſand fools, knaves, cowards, lump'd together. 

Become all-wiſe, all-righteous, and almighty. 

Nor is this all: the fooliſh Thracian maid 

Prefers the boy to me. 

Peric. And does that pain you? 
Perf. O Pericles, to death. It is moſt true, 

Thro' hate to him, and not thro' love for her, 

I paid my firſt addreſſes; but became 

The fool I feign'd : my ſighs are now ſincere. 

It ſmarts; it burns: O that 'twere fiction till ! 

By Heav'n, ſhe ſeems more beauteous than dominion 
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Peric. Dominion, and the . bots are e loſt 
Unleſs you gain the King. * 

Perſ. But how to gain him? ? 

Old men love novelties; 'the laſt a | * 
Still pleaſes beſt; the youngeſt ſteals their ſmiles. 

Peric. Dymas alone can work him to his ene; 
Firſt in eſteem, and keeper of his heart. 

Perſ. To Dymas thou; and win him to thy will. 
In the mean time Ill ſeek my double rival; is 
Curb his preſumption; and erect myſelf, 

In all the dignity of birth, before him. | 

Whate'er can ſtir the blood, or ſway. the mind, 

Is now at ſtake; and double is the loſs, | 

When an inferior bears away the prize. 
Peric. Your brother, dreſfs'd-for the Ges. 


Perſ- To Dymas fly! Gain him; and think on this, 


A prince. indebted is a fortune made. [Exit Peric. 
Enter DME TAiubvs. 


Dem. How, brother ! unattir'd ! Have you forgot 
What pomps are due to this illuſtrious day? 

Perſ. I am no gewgaw for the throng to gaze at: 
Some are deſign'd by Nature but for ihew ;. 1 
The tinſel and the feather of mankind. 

Dem. Brother, of that no more; for ſhame, gird on 
Your glitt'ring arms, and look like any.Roman. 


Perf. No, brother; let the Romans look like me, 


If they're ambitious —But, I pry'thee, ſtand; 
Let me gaze on thee, No inglorious figure! 
More Romano, as it ought to be. 


But what is this that dazeles my weak-fight?  , 


There's ſunſhine in thy beaver. 

Dem. Tis that helmet 
Which Alexander wore at Granicus. 

Perſ. When he ſubdu'd the world? Ha l. is't not ſo ? 
What world haſt thou ſubdu'd? O yes, the fair. 
'Think'f thou there could in Macedon be found 


No brow might ſuit that golden blaze. but thine? 


Vos, II. N 


, 
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Dem. Lore it butt grace tin den n. 
Jar not for trifles. | ja 7 
Perf. Nothing is a trifle NES 
That argues the preſumption of the ſoul. 13 
Den. Tis they preſume, who know not to deſerve. 
Perſ. Or who, deſerving. ſcorn ſuperior merit. 
Dem. Who combats with a brot her, wounds himſelf; 
Wave private Wrath, and ruſh the faes " 
Of Macedonia. | | 
Perf. No; I would not wound 
Demetrius friends! | | T7 
Dem. Demetrius friends! | - #4 
Per. The Romans. | p 
You copy Hannibal; our great ally: 
Say, at what altar was you ſworn their ſoe? ; 
Peace-making- brother l wherefore bi ing you peace, 
But to prevent my glory from the field? | 
The peace you bring was meant as war to me. 
Dem. Perſeus, be bold when danger's all your own: 
War now were war with Philip more than Rome. 
Perf. Come, you love peace; that fair cheek hates 
a ſcar, 
You that admire the Romans, break the bridge 
With Cocles, or with Curtius leap the gulph, 
And league not with the vices of our foes. - G 
Dem. What vices? 
Perſ. With their women, and their wits: 
Your idol Lzlius; Lælius the polite. 
I hear, Sir, you take wing, and mount in metre. 
Terence has own'd your aid; your comrade Terence ! 
God-like ambition! Terence there, the ſlave ! 
Dem. At Athens bred; and to the arts a foe ! 
Perf. At Athens bred, and borrow arts from Rome 
Dem. Brother, I've done: let our contention ceaſe: 
Our mother ſhudders at it in her grave; 
And how has Philip mourn'd? A dreadful foe 
And awful king; ; but, O! the tend'reſt parent 
That ever wept in fondneſs oer ackild'! 
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Perf. Why, ay; go tell your father ; fondly throw 
Your arms around him; ſtroke him to your purpoſe, 
As you are wont: boaſt not ſo much worth; 
I am no picture, by the doatiug eye t 
To be furvey'd, and hung about bis neck. 
1 fight his battles; that's all I can do. 
But if you boaſt a piety fincere, | 
One way you may ſecure your father's peace, 
And one alone—Refign Erixene. 
Dem. You flatter me, to think her in my pow'r. 
We run our fates together; you deſerve, | 
And ſhe can judge; proceed we then like friends; 
And he who gains her heart; and gains it fairly, 
Let him enjoy his gen*rous rival's too. 
Per/. $mooth-fpeaking, inſincere, inſulting boy 
Js then my crown uſurp'd but half thy crime? 
Deſiſt ; or, by the gods that ſmile on blood, 
Not thy fine form, or yet thy boaſted peace, 
Nor patronizing Rome, nor Philip's tears, 
Nor Alexander's helmet; no, nor more, 
His radiant form, ſhould it alight in thunder, 
And ſpread its new divinity between us, 
Should fave a brother from a brother's fury. | 
[Exit Perſeus. 
Dem. How's this? The waves'ne'er ran thus high 
Refign thee! yes, Erixene, with life ! ſbefore. 
Thou in whoſ&'eye, fo tnodeſt; and fo bright; ; 
Love ever wakes, and keeps a veſtal fire, 
Ne'er ſhall 1 wean my fond, fond heart from thee. 
But Perſeus warns me to rouſe all my powers. 
As yet I float in dark uncertainty; 
For, tho' ſhe ſmiles, I found not ker deſigns : 
I'll fly, fall, tremble, weep upon her feet; 
And learn (O all ye gods!) my final doom. . 
My father! ha! and on his brow deep thought 
And pale concern! Kind Heav'n aſſuage his ſorrows, 
Which ftrike a damp 2 all my flames of love. 
Exit. 
N 2 
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Enter KixG and Kurioonts, | 
King. Kings of their envy cheat a fooliſh world. 


Fate gives us all in ſpite, that we alone 161 
Might have the pain of knowing alt is nothing. 


The ſeeming means of bliſs but heighten wo, 

When impotent to make their promiſe good. 

Hence kings, at leaſt, bid faireſt to be wretched. 
Ant. True, Sir; 'tis empty, or tormenting, all, 


- Fhe S of life are ſiſters ; all alike, 


ng | the ſame ; which ſerves to fool us on 
Töro blatted kopes, with change of fallacy ; 

White joy is, like to-morrow, ſtill to come, 

Nor ends the fruitleſs chace but in the grave. 
King. Ay, there, Antigonus, this pain will ceaſe, 

Which meets me at the banquet,” haunts my pillow, 

Nor by the din of arms is frighted from me. 

Conſcience, what art thou? thay tremendous 3 

Who doſt. inhabit us without our leave, 

And art, within ourſelves, another ſelf, 

A maſter ſelf, that loves to domineer, 

And treat the monarch frankly as the ſtave. 

How doſt thou light a torch to diſtant deeds ! 

Make the paſt preſent, and the future frown ! 

How, -ever and anon, awake the foul, - 

As with a peal of thunder, to ſtrange horrors, 

In this long reſtleſs dream, which ideots hug, 


Nay, wiſe men flatter with the name of life. 


Ant. You think too much. 

King. I do not think at all. 
The gods impoſe, the gods inflict, my thoughts, 
And paint my dreams with images of dread. 
Laft night, in fleep, I ſaw the Thracian Queen, 
And her two murder'd ſons, She frown'd upon me, 
And pointed at their wounds. How nn my 

heart? 

How ſhook my couch? and when the morning came, 


The formidable picture ſtill ſubfiſted, 


e, 
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And ſlowly vaniſh'd from my waking eye. 


] fear ſome heavy vengeance hangs in air, 
And conſcious deities infuſe theſe thoughts, 


To warn my ſoul of her approaching doom. 


The gods are rigid when they weigh ſuch dee . 
As ſpeak a ruthleſs heart; they meaſure bOο⁰ 
By drops, and bate not one in the repay. 
Could infants hurt me? "Twas not like a king. 
Ant. My lord, 1 do confeſs the gods 1 us; 


Stand at our ſide in every act of life, 


And on our pillow watch each ſecret nog; 
Nay, ſee it in its embryo, yet unborn: 
But their wrath ceaſes on remorſe for guilt; 


And well I know your forrows touch your ſons; 


% 


Nor is it impoffible but time muſt quench 
Their flaming ſpirits in a father's tears. 

King. Vain comfort! I this moment overheard 
My jarring ſons with fury ſhake my walls: 
Ah! why my curſe from thoſe that ought to bleſs me? 
The Queen of Thrace can anſwer that fad queſtion. 
She had two ſons; but two; and ſo have 1. 
Misfortune. ſtands with her bow ever bent 
Over the world ; and he who wounds another, 
Directs the goddels; by that part he wounds, 
Where to ſtrike deep het arrows.in himſelf. 

zt. | own I think it time your fons receive. 

A father's awful counſel; or, while here, 
Now weary Nature calls for kind repoſe, * 
Your curtains will be ſhaken with their broils; : 
And, when you die, ſons blood may ſtain your tomb. 
But other cares demand you now— The Romans. 

King. Ochangeofpain ! the Romans? PeriſhRome! 
Thrice happy they who fleep in humble life, 
Beneath the ſtorm ambition blows. Tis meet 
The great ſhould have the fame of happineſs, 
The confolation of alittle envy ; 
'Tis all their pay for thoſe ſuperior cares, 
Thoſe pangs of heart their vaſſals ne'er can feel. 

N 3 . 
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Where are thoſe ſtrangers? Firſt I'll hear their 124 
Then talk in private with my ſons. ot Arten 

Ant. But ho- WA 
Intends my lord 10 abe his peace with Rome? &r 

King. Rome calls me fiery ; let her find meſo! 

Ant. O0 Sir, forbear ! Too late you felt Rome's 

pow'r. 

King. Yes; and that reaſon ſtings memore than ever, 
To curſe, and hate, and hazard all againſt her. 
Ant. Hate her too much to give her battle now; 

Nor to your-godkke valour owe your run. 
Greece, Theſſaly, Illyrium, Rome has ſeiz'd; 
Your treaſures waſted,” and your phalanxthinn'd.' 
Should fhe proceed, and ſtrike at nn 57 N 
What would be left of empire? IE 

King. Philip: all. | 1 
I'II take my throne. Send in r 


scENE draws, and diftovert a magnificent thrine; 
PrasEvs, DRurr KIUS, Courtiers, &c. attend- 
ing. PosTaumivs and Cuükrius, the Roman 
ambaſſadors, enter. Tr rumpets found. The KixG 
aſcends the throne. © 


Paſt. Philip of Macedon, to thoſe 3 
Our friends groan out, and you have heard at large, 
Rome now expects an anſwer. She fits judge, 

And will have right on eartd. 
King. Expects an anſwer! - -.,. 

I fo ſhall anſwer as becomes a king. 

J. Or more, Sir; as becomes a friend of Rome. 

King. Or Alexander's heir, to rife ſtill. bigher. 
But to the purpoſe. Thus a king, to thoſe 
That would make kings and puff them out at pleaſure : 
Has Philip done amiſs? Twas you provok'd him. 
My cities, which deſerted in my wars, | 
thought it meet to puniſh : you deny'd me. 
When I had ſhook the walls of Marena, 

You pluek'd me thence, and took the taken town. 
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Then you ſent: word I ſhould retire from Greece, 
A conqueſt at my door, by nature minen 


And ſaid, ** Here end thy realm; as-ye were gods! 


And gods ye ſhall be ere Rome humbles me. 
All this is done; yet Philip is your friend!! 
If this buys friendſbip, where can you find 1 
In what regard will ſtern Rome look upon me? 
If as a friend, too precious let her hold t | 
Her own eſteem, to caſt a ſtaĩn on mine: 
If as an enemy, let her proceeds - * 
Ard do as ſhe has done; ſhe need no more. 
Pg. The Romans do no wrong; yet ſtill are men: 
Aud if to-day an error thwarts their purpoſe, 
To-morrow fets it right. IF Philip loves 
Dominion, and the pride that waits on kings, 
(Of which, perhaps, his words to ſtrongly me 
Humility to Rome will lead him to it. ' 
She can give more than common kings can n 
Xing. Than common kings? Ambaſſador! remember 
Cannz—— where fixſt my ood was hd wi 
blood. | ic 
Dem. My lord, Pre" Lalit [Aide to the King: 
King. And Hannibal till lives. . _ rs. ork 2 
Poſt. Becauſe he fled at Capua. 
King, There, indeed. $44.64 
1 was not with him. a. 
P. Therefore he fied alone baſs 12 
Since you thus treat us,—dear another. charge. bo 
Why here detain you, pris'ner of your pow'r, 
His daughter, who. was once Rome's good ally, 
The King of 'Thrace? Why is ſhe not reſtor'd? 
For our next meeting you'll provide an anſwer. 
What now is paſt, for his ſake we forgive. 
[Pointing ta Demetrius. 


- 
. 


But mark this well: There lyes ſome little diſtance, 


Philip, between a Roman and a king. 
[ Exeunt Romans. 


King. How ſay'ſt, unſceptred boaſter! this to me! 
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With Hannibal © cleſt yon Alpine rocks zj; 
With HannjbaFthoak'di/Thrafymene. with Naughter= 
But Othe night of Cdnne's'riging fich! bank bo Þ. 
When hbalfithe'Romanfenate lay in blogt 
Without our tent, and groan'd, as we: cxraus'd? | . 
Immortal gods for ſuch another hour /!xk· 
Then throw! my carcaſe to the dogs Ragan. 
Ant. Sir, your forget your ſons. Pp 
King. Let all withdraw. nen 
| [ Exeunt all but the hn 3 
Two paſſions only take up all my'ſoul; 
Matred to Rome; and tenderneſs for them. 
Draw near, my fons; and liſten to my age. 
By what is paſt you ſee the ſtate of things. 
Foreign alliance muſt a king ſecure; 
And infolence ſuſtain to ſerve his pow r. 
And if alliances with Rome are needful, 
Much more among ourſelves. HI muſt bear, 
Unmov'd, an inſult from a ſtranger's brow, 
Shall not a brother bear à brother's look 
Without impatience? Whither all this tends 
Fm ſorry that your conſcious hearts can tell you. 
Is it not moſt ſevere? Two ſons alone 
Have crown'd my bed, and they two are not brothers. 
Look here, and from my kind regards to you, 
CopMach looks as you thould bear each other. 
Why do I figh? Do you not know, my ſons ? | 
And if you do—O Jet me hgh no more! 
Let theſe white hairs put in a claim to peace! 
Perſ. Henceforth my ſole contention with my bro- 
Is this, which beſt obeys our father's will. {ther 
Dem. Father, if fimple Nature ever ſpeaks 
In her own language, ſcorning uſeleſs words, 
You ſee her now; the ſwells into my eyes. 
I take thee to my heart; I fold thee in it. 
Embracing Perſeus. 
Our Father bids, and that we drank one milk 
Is now the fmalleft motive of my love. 
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Xing. Antigonus, the joy their mother felt, 
When they were born, was faint to what I feel. 
Dem. See, brother, if he does not weep! his hes 

Runs o'er in venerable tears. I'm rude; 


But Nature will prevail My king! My father! 


* 


[Embracing. 
Perſ. Now cannot I let fall a ſingle tear. [ Aide. 


King. See! the good man has caught it too, 
Ant. Such tears, f 
And ſuch alone, be ſhed in Macedonia 5 
King. Be not thou, Perſeus, jealous of thy brother; 
Nor thou, Demetrius, prone to give him cauſe; 
Nor either think of empire till lm dead. A 
You need not; you reign now; my heart is yours. 
Sheath your reſentments in your father's peace; 
Come. to my boſom both, and ſwear it there. 
| [Embracing bis fore. 
Ant. Look down, yegods, and change me, if youcan, 
This ſight for one more lovely. What ſo iweet, 
So beautiful, on earth, and, ahl ſo rares 
As kindred love, and family repoſe? 1: : 
This, this alliance, Rome, will quite undo 8 | 
See this, proud eaſtern monarchs, and look pale; 
Armies are routed, realms o'er - run, by this. | 
King. Or if leagu'd-worlds ſuperior forces bring, 
I'd rather die a father than-a ki ggg. 
Fathers alone a father's heart can know, b 
What ſecret tides of ſtill enjayment flow: 1 
When brother's love; but, if their hate te, 
They wage the ww but tis the father bleeds, 
S; nn 


1 8 E NE 1 
Enter PERSEUS. 25 


W pPrxsZ Us. 
HY loiters my ambaſſador to Dymas? 


— — — 
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His greatneſs will not ſure preſume to ſcorn 
friendſhip offer d from an heir of rear 
ut N ire 0 


7 5 Euter PaRICLES-!. 1 5 
Is writs dors! * 
Peric. He's cautious, Sir; he's ſubt le, he's a courtier. 
Dymas is now for yon, now for your brother; * 
For both, and neither: he's a ſummer - inſect, 
And loves the ſunſhine: on his gilded wings, | 
White the ſcales waver, be I fly doubt ful round you, 
And fing his flatteries to both alike © 
The ſcales once fix'd, be ſettle on the ner, 4 
And ſwear his pray'rs drew down the victory 
But what ſucceſs had you, Sir, with your brother? 
Perf. All, all my hopes are at the point of death! 
Phe boy triumphant keeps his hold in love: 
He's ever warbling nonſenſe in ter ear, 
With al th? intoxication of ſuroeſs. 
Darkneſs incloſes meg nur ſce I ligt 4 
From any quarter dyn, but from his death. ö 
Peric. Wuy ſtart at his death who reſolves on yours? 
Perf. Reſolves on mine! | ; 
Peric. Have you not mark'd the Princeſs? 
You have: with what a beam of majeſty _ 
Her eye ſtrikes ſacred awe! It fpeaks her mind 
Exalted as it is. Whom loves the then? f 
Demetrius? No; Rome's darling, who, no doubt, 
Dares cout her with your empire. And ſhall Per- , 
os \ 
Survive that loſs?—Thus he reſolves your death. 
Perſ. Moft true. What crime then to Arike firſt ? 
But how? 
Or when? or where? 0 Perictes | aſſt me. 
Peric, *Tis dangerous. 
Perſ. The fitter then for me. 
Peric. Wait an occaſion that befriends your withes. 
Perf. Go, foo, and teach a cataract to creep!. | 
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Can thixſt of empire, vengeance, beauty, wait? 
Peric. In the mean time accept a ſtratagem 
That muſt ſecute your empire or your los . 
Your brother's. Roman friendſhips gall nu leſs | 
The King than you; he dreads their eonſequence. 
Dymas hates Rome; and Dymas has a ae | 
How can the King ſo powerfully fix, Sb 
Demetrius” faith, as by bis. marriage there? 1 
For Dymas, thus Rome s ſworn eternal „ SOT 
Becomes à ſpy upon his private W,, ** 
And ſurety for his conduct. 
Perſ. True but thus | | 
Our art defeats itſelf. My brother gains, 1 
The fay'rite, and. ſo ſtrengthens in his treaſon, | 
Peric. Think you, he'll b. the Pria- 
Ceſs eye , 
Makes-no, ſuch-ſhort-liv'd conqueſt. "He'll eu”; 
And thus effect what I have trove i in rain: 
Yes, he'll refuſe; and Dymas, in his wrath, - babes 4 
Will liſt for us and vengeance—Then the King 1 
Will, doubtleſs, much reſent his ſon's refuſal 3 - 
And thus we kindle the whole court againſt him. 
Perſ. My precious friend, I thank thee; Ltake wing 
On ardent hope: I think it cannot fail.” |, 
Go, make thy court to Dymas with this ſcheme + 
Begone.—Erixene? I'll feed her pride { Looking out. 
Once more; but not-expend my breath in vain, 
This meeting ſtamps-unalterable fate; 
I will wed her, or vengeance, 


Enter Ex A NE ard DEL 14. 


O Erixene! 

O Princeſs! colder than your Thracian ons 
See Perſeus, who ne'er ſtoop'd but to the gods, 
Proftrate before you. Fame and empire ſue, 
Why have I conquer'd?—becauſe you are fair. 
What's empire!?——hut'a title to adore you. 
Why do I number in my lineage high 
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Heroes and gods? That you, ſcarce leſs divine, * 
Without 2 bluſh may liſten to my vows. ; 
My anceſtor ſubdu'd the world: I dare 
Beyond his pride, and graſp at more, i in you. 
Obdurate maid! or turn, or I expire. | 
Erix. If love, my Lord, is choice; who loves in vain * 
Should blame himſelf alone; and, if tis fate, | 
"Tis fate in all; why then your bi e on me? 
My crown's precarious thro” the chance of war; 
But ſure my heart's my own. Each villtiger 
Is queen of her affections, and can vent 
Her arbitrary ſighs where'er ſhe pleaſes, 
Shall then the daughter of a race of kings— - 1 
Perf. Madam, you juſtly blame the chance of war: 
The gods have been unkind: I am not fo. L 
No, Perſeus comes to counterbalance fate. 
Thrace ne er was conquer'd,—if you ſmile on me. 
Silent! obdurate ftill! as cold as death? 
But tis Demetrius 
Erix, Prince, I take your meaning. 
But, if you truly think his worth prevails, 
How ſtrange is your requeſt! 
« Perſ. No, Madam, no; | 
Tho' love has hurt my mind, I ſtill can Judge 
What ſprings controul the paſſions of the = gap 
Ambition is firſt miniſter of ſtate ; 
Love's but a ſecond in the cabinet'; p 
Nor can he feather there his unfledg'd ſhaft 
But from Ambition's wing: but you conceive 
More ſanguine hopes frum him whom Rome ſupports, ü 
Than me. You view Demetrius on my throne 
And thence he ſhines indeed; His charms from thence 
Tranſpierce your ſoul, enamour'd of dominion. 
Erix. Why, now you ſhew me your profound eſteem! 
Demetrius” guilt alone has charms for me; 
*Tis not the prince, but traitor, wins my love. 
Such inſults are not brook'd by royal minds, 
{ Howe'er their fortunes ebb; and, tho'-I-mourn, 
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An orphan, and a captive, gods there are— 
Fear then an orphan's and a captive's wrong. 

Per. Your cruel treatment of my paſſion— 
But I'll not talk. — This, Madam; only this 
Think not the cauſe, the curſed cauſe of all, 
Shall laugh ſecure, and triumph in my pangs. 
No; by the torments of an heart on fire, f 
She gluts my vengeance who defrauds my love ! Exit. 

Erix, What have I done? Inwhat a whirlwind rage 
Has ſnatch'd him hence on ill! 1 Town on Perſeus, 
And kill Demetrius. 

Delia. Madam, ſee the Prince. 


Enter DEMETRIUS. 


Erix. Ah, Prince! the tempeſt, which ſo long * 
lowr'd, - 
Is now full ripe, and burſting o'er your head. 
This moment Perſeus' malice flam'd before me; 
Victorious rage broke thro' his wonted guard, 
And menac'd loud your ruin, Fly! O fly 


This inſtant. 
Dem. To what refuge ? 


Erix. Rome extends 
Her longing arms to claſp you for her own. 

Dem. Madam, tis prudent; I confeſs it is: 
But is it loving as true lovers ought, 
To be ſo very prudent in our love? 
I boaſt not ſo much wiſdom: I prefer 
Death at your feet before the world without you. 

Erix. In danger thus extrem 

Dem. Oh, moſt belov'd! 
Lov'd you like me, like me would you diſcern, 
That I but execute my brother's purpoſe 
By ſuch-a flight. At that his clamour, rage, 
And menace, aim; to chace a rival hence, 
And keep the field alone. Oh! fhall 1 leave him 
To gaze whole days, to learn to read your eye, 
To ſtudy your delights, to chide the wind's 

Vol. II. 0 
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Too rude approach, to bid the ground be ſmooth, 
To follow like your ſhadow where you go, 
Tread in your ſteps, perhaps— to touch your hand 4 
O death ! to miniſter in little things ; 
From half a glance to propheſy your will, 
And doit ere well form'd in your own mind ! 
Gods! gods! while worlds divide me from my Princeſs, 
That, ſhould ſhe call, Demetrius might grow old 
Ere he could reach her feet. 

Erix. If Perſeus” love 
Pains you, it pains me more. Is your heart griev'd? 
Mine is tormented : but fince Philip's ſelf 
Is love's great advocate, a flat refuſal 
But blows their rage, and haſtens your deſtruction. 
'Had I not that to fear, were you ſecure, 
I'd eaſe my boſom of its full diſdain, 
And daſh this bold preſumer on his birth. 
But, ſee ! the grand proceſſion. 

Dem. We muſt join it. 


Enter the Kix, PERSEUS, RouAxs, ANT1- 
GONUS, Cc. | 


King. Let the proceſſion halt, and here be paid, 
Before you flaming altar, thanks to Heav'n, 
That brings us ſafe to this auſpicious day; 
The great luſtration of our martial pow'rs, 
Which, from its diſtant birth to preſent time, 
Unfolds the glories of this ancient empire, 
And throngs the pride of ages in an hour. 
Pojt. What figure's that, O Philip! which pre- 
cedes ? [ Peenting, 
King. The founder of an empire, furious ſon 
Of great Alcides. We're ally'd to Heav'n ; 
And you, I think, call Romulus a god,—— 
That, Philip, ſecond of our name; and here, 
O bend with awe to him, whoſe red right- hand 
Hurl'd proud Darius like a ſtar from Heav'n, 
With leſſer lights around him, flaming down, 
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And bid the laurel'd ſons of Macedonia 
Drink their own Ganges. 

Perf. Give him his helmet, brother. 

| [ Afede to Demetrius. 
King. You lead the troops that join in mock en- 
counter, 

And in no other may you ever meet, [To his Sons. 
But march one way, and drive the world before you! 
The victor, as our ancient rites decree, | 
Muſt hold a feaſt, and triumph in the bowl. 5 

Dem. I long, my lord, to ſee the charge begin; 
The brandiſh'd faulchion, and the claſhing helm; 
Tho' but in ſport, it is a ſport for men: 
Raw Alexander thus began his fame, 
And overthrew Darius firſt at home, 
We'll practiſe o'er the plans of future conqueſts, 
While neighbouring nations tremble at our play, 
And own the fault in fortune, not in us, 
That we but want a foe to be immortal. 

Perf. You have wupply'd my wants: I thank you, 

brother, | 

King. [Ring and coming forwards. Muſic.) 
How vain all outward effort to ſupply 
The ſoul with joy ! The nopn-tide ſun is dark, 
And muſic diſcord, when the heart is low. 
Avert its omen! What a damp hangs on me! 
Theſe ſprightly tuneful airs but ſkim along 
The ſurface of my ſoul, not enter there: 
She does not dance to this enchanting ſound. 
How, like a broken inſtrument, beneath 
The ſkilful touch, my joyleſs heart lyes dead, 
Nor anſwers to the maſter's hand divine ! 

Ant. When menoncereach their autumn, fickly joys 
Fall off apace, as yellow leaves from trees, 
At ev'ry little breath Misfortune blows ; 
Till, left quite naked of their happineſs, 
In the chill blaſts of winter they expire. 
This is the common lot. - Have comfert then: 
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Your grief will damp the triumph. 

King. It is over. 
Hear too; the trumpet calls us to the field, 
And now this phantom of a fight begins. 
Fair Princeſs, you and 1 will go together, 


As Priam and bright Helen did of old, 


To view the war. Your eyes will make them bolder, 
And raiſe the praiſe of victory itſelf, 

[ AU] go out but Perſeus, who has obſerved Deme- 
trius and Erixene all this time converfing, and 
flays behind thoughtful and diſturbed. 

Per/ſ. Before my face ſhe feeds him with her ſmiles: 

The King looks on, nor diſapproves the crime; 


And the boy takes them as not due to me; 


Without remorſe as happy as ſhe'll make him, 
Periſh all three! PII ſeek allies elfewhere ; 
Father, and brother, nay, a miſtreſs too. 
Deſtruction, riſe! tho* thou art black as Night 
Thy mother, and as hideous as Deſpair, 


' . I'll claſp thee thus, nor think of woman more. 
How the boy doats, and drinks in at his eyes 


Her poiſon ! O to ſtab him in her arms! 


And yet do leſs than they have done to me. 


Enter PERICLES. 
Peric, Where is my Prince? The nation's on the 


No boſom but exults, no hand but bears [wing; 


A garland or atrophy: and ſhall Pei ſe us 
Perſ. Vengeance [Shut within, 
Peric. Hear how with ſhouts they rend the ſkies, 
Per/. Give me my vengeance ! 
Peric. Forty thouſand men, 
In polich'd armour, ſhine againft the ſun. 
Perſ. Dare but another word, and not of vengeance, 
And 1 will uſe thee as I would my brother. 
Peric. Vengeance? on whom ? 
Perf. On him. 
Peric, What vengeance ? 
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Perſ. Blood. | 
Peric. Tis yours. 
Perſ. What god will give it me? 
Peric. Your own right hand. 
Perf. ] dare not for my father. 
Peric. You ſhall dare, | 
Perf. Shalt thou dare give encouragement to Perſeus? ' 
Unfold thy purpoſe; I'll outſhoot the mark. 
Peric. Where are you going ? | 
Perf. To the mock encounter. [true ? 
Peric. What more like mock encounter than the 
Perf. Enough—He's dead! Twas accident; was 
error: | 
No matter what. Ten thouſand fhare the blame.. 
Peric., Hold, Sir, I had forgot: on this occaſion. 
The troops are ſearch'd, and foils alone are worn 
Inſtead of ſwords. - 
Per/. An ofier were enough. 
Who pains my heart plants thunder in my hand. 
Peric. But ſhould this 2 
Perſ. Impoſſible. | 
Peric. But, ſhould it, 
The banquet follows, 
Perf. Poiſon in his wine. 
] thank the gods; my ſpirits are reviv'd ; 
I draw immortal vigour from that bowl. 
Peric. Nay, ſhould both fail, the field and ban- 
quet too, 
All fails not; fairer hopes to fair ſucceed: 
For know, my lord, the King receiv'd with joy 
The marriage-ſcheme, and ſent for Dymas' daughter. 
Perſ. Then there's a ſecond bowl of poiſon for him. 
Peric. Yet more: this ev'ning thoſe ambaſſadors, 
Which Philip ſent to Rome, beneath the name 
Of public buſineſs, but in truth to learn 
Your brother's conduct, are expected home. 
Perf. Thoſe whom I ſwore, before they parted 
In dreadful ſacraments of wine and blood, {hence, 
03 
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To bring back ſuch reports as ſhould deſtroy him: 

And what if, to complete our ſecret plan, | 

We feign a letter to his friend the Conſul, 

To ſtrengthen our ambaſſadors” report? 

Peric. That care; my lord, be mine: I know a knave 

Grown fat on forgery ; he'll counterfeit 

Old Quintius' hand and feal, by former letters 

Sent to the King, which you can gain with caſe. 
Per/. Obſerve—This morning, at their interview _ 

The Romans, in effect, inform'd the King 

That Thrace was theirs, and order'd him reſtore 

The Princeſs, This will give much air of truth, 

If our forg'd letters ſay the Romans crown 

Demetrius King of Thrace, and promiſe more. 
Peric. My lord, it ſhall be done. 

Perſ. All cannot fail. (Trumpets. 
Peric. The trumpets ſound; the tooopogrembuntes. 
Perſ. Vengeance |! 

Sweet Vengeance calls; nor ever call'd a god 

Such ſwift obedience:- hke the rapid wheel, 

J kindle in the courſe; I'm there already; 

Snatch the bright weapon ; bound into my ſeat ; 
Strike; triumph; ſee him gaſping on the ground, 
And life, love, empire, ſpringing from his wound. 
When godlike ends by means unjuſt ſucceed, 

The great reſult adorns the daring decd. 
Virtue's a ſhackle, under fair diſguiſe, 


To * fools, while we bear off the prize. 
[ Exennt, 


” #2, So 3 III. 
Enter PERSEUS, 


PERSEUS. 
OWARDS in ill, like cowards in the field, 
Are ſure to be defeated. To ſtrike home, 
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In both, is prudence: guilt begun, muſt fly 
To guilt conſummate, to be ſafe. 9 


Enter PERICLES. 


Peric. My lord 
Perf. Diſturb not my devotions ; they decline 
The beaten track, the common path of prayer— 
Ye pow'rs of darkneſs, that rejoice in ill, 
All ſworn by Styx, with peſtilential blaſts 
To wither ev'ry virtue in the bud, 
To keep the door of dark conſpiracy, 
And ſnuff the grateful fumes of human blood ! 
From ſulphur blue, or your red beds of fire, 
Or your black ebon thrones, auſpicious riſe, 
And, burſting thro” the barriers of this world, 
Stand in dread contraſt to the golden ſun, 
Fright day-light hence with your infernal ſmiles, 
And howl aloud your formidable joy, 
While I tranſport you with the fair record | 
Of what your faithful miniſter has done, ! 
Beyond your inſpiration, ſelf- impell'd, | 
To ſpread your empire, and ſecure his own. 
Hear and applaud.—-Now, Pericles, proceed: 
Speak, is the letter forg'd? 
Peric. This moment; and might cheat 
The cunning eye of jealouſy itſelf. 
Perf. Tis well. Art thou e of what hath 
Since laſt we parted? Lpaſs'd 
Peric. No, my lord. 
Perf. Then rouſe 
Thy whole attention; here we are in private. 
Know then, my Pericies, the mock encounter 
I turn'd, as taught by thee, to real rage. 
But blaſted be the cowards which I led ! 
They trembled at a boy. 
Peric, Ha! 
Per/. Mark me well. 
The villains fled; but ſoon my prudence turn'd 
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To good account that momentary ſhame. 
Thus=l pretend *twas voluntary flight 
To ſave a brother's blood, accufing him 
As author of that conflict I declin'd, 
And he purſu'd with ardour and ſucceſs. 
Peric. That's artful, What enſu'd ? 
Per/. The banquet follow'd, 
Held by the victor, as our rites require; 
To which his eaſy nature, ſoon appeas'd, 
Invited me. I went not; but ſent ſpies, 
To learn what paſs'd ; which ſpies, by chance detected, 
(Obſerve me) were ill-us'd. 
Peric. By whom? your brother ? 
Preſ. No; by his ſons of riot. He ſoon after, 
Not knowing that my ſervants were abus'd, 
Kind, and gay-hearted, came to viſit me. 
They who miſus'd my ſpies, for ſelf-defence, 
 Conceal'd their arms beneath the robes of peace. 
Of this inform'd, again my genius ferv'd me.— 
Peric. You took occaſion, from theſe few in arms, 
To charge a murderous aſſault on all, 
Perſ. True, Pericles: but mark my whole addrefs. 
Againſt my brother ſwift I bar my gates, 
Fly to my father, and with artful tears 
Accuſe Demetrius; firſt, of turning” ſports, 
And guiltleſs exerciſe, to mortal rage; 
Then of inviting me (till blacker guilt) 
To ſmiling death in an envenom'd bowl; 
And laſt, that, both theſe failing, mad with rage, 
He threw his ſchemes of baffled art afide, 
And with arm'd men avow'dly ſought my life. 
Peric. Three ſtartling articles, and well concerted, 
Following each other in an eaſy train, 
With fair ſimilitude of truth. But, Sir, 
How bore your father ? 
Perſ. Oh! he ſhook! he fell! 
Nor was his fleeting ſoul recall'd with eaſe. 
 Peeic. What ſaid he, when recover'd? 
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Per/. His reſ 7 
I know not yet; but, ſee, his minion comes, 
And comes perhaps to tell me—But I'll go, 
Suſtain my part, and echo loud my wrongs : 
Nought ſo like innocence, as perfect guilt. | 
If he brings aught of moment, you'll inform me. 
[As Perſeus goes off, he is ſeized by Officers. 
Enter Dymas. | 
Peric. How fares the King? 
Dym. Ev'a as an aged oak | 
Puſh'd to and fro, the labour of the ſtorm ; 
Whoſe largeft branches are ſtruck off by thunder : 
Yet ſtill he lives, and on the mountain groans; 
Strong in affliction, awful in his wounds, 
And more rever'd in ruin than in glory. 
Peric. Thear Prince Perſeus has accus'd his brother. 
Dym. True; and the King's commands are now 
gone forth 
To throw them both in chains; for farther thought 
Makes Philip doubt the truth of Perſeus I 
Per, What then is his defign ? 
Dym. They both this hour 
Muſt plead their cauſe before him. Nay, already, 
His nobles, judges, counſellors, are met; 
And public juſtice wears her ſterneſt form. 
A more momentous trial n&er was known: 
Whether the pleaders you ſurvey as brothers, 
Or princes known in arts, or fam'd for arms; 
Whether you ponder, in their awful judge, 
The tender parent, or the mighty king. 
Greece, Athens, hears the cauſe: the great reſult 
Is life, or death; is infamy, or fame. {[Trumpets. 
Per. What trumpets theſe ? 
Dym. They ſummon to the court. [Exeunt. 


SCENE draws, The Court, King, Oc. 
Enter DyMas, and takes his place by the K1NG. 
Aing. Bring forth the priſoners. | 


* 
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Strange trial this! Here fit I to d 

Which vital limb to lop, vor that to ſave, 

But render wretched life more wretched ſtill. 

What ſee I, but Heav'n's vengeance, in my ſons ? 

Their guilt a ſcourge for mine: tis thus Heav' i 
writes 

Its awful meaning, plain in human * 

And language leaves to man. 


Enter PERSZUS and DEMETRIUS i#n chains, 
From different fides of the flage; PRRS BUS fol- 
lowed by PER1CLES, and DEMETRIU86y A- 
TIGONUS. 


Dym. Dread Sir, your ſons, 
King. 1 have no ſons; and that I ever had 
Is now my heavieſt curſe : and yet what care, - 
What pains, I took to curb their rifing rage ? 
How often have I rang'd thro' hiſtory, 
To find examples for their private uſe ? 
The Theban brothers did I ſct before them 
What blood! what deſolation! but in vain. 
For thee, Demetrius, did I go to Rome, 
And bring thee patterns thence of brothers love ; 
The Quintii, and the Scipios; but in vain! 
If l'm a monarch, where is your obedience? 
If I'm a father, where's your duty to me? 
If old, your veneration due to years: 
But I have wept, and you have ſworn, in vain ! 
I had your ear, and enmity your heart. 
How was this morning's counſel thrown away! 
How happy is your mother in the grave! 
She, when ſhe bore you, ſuffer'd leſs; her pangs, 
Her pungent pangs, throb thro' the father's heart. 
Dem. Youcan't condemn me, Sir, to worſe than 
this, 
King. Than what, thou young deceiver? While 
I live, 
You both with impious wiſhes graſp my ſceptre: 
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Nothing is ſacred} nothing dear, but empire. 
Brother, nor father, can you bear; fierce luſt 
Of empire burns, extinguiſh'd all befide. 
Why pant you for it? To give others awe? 
Be therefore aw'd yourſelves, and tremble at it 
While in a father's hand. 
Dym. My lord, your warmth 
-Defers the buſineſs. 
King. Am l then too warm? 
They that ſhould ſhelter me from every blaſt, 
To be themſelves the ſtorm! O how Rome triumphs! | 
Oh! how they bring this hoary head to ſhame! 
Conqueſt and fame, the labour of my life, 
Now turn againſt me; and call in the world 
To gaze at what was Philip, but who now 
Wants ev'n the wretch's privilege—a wiſh. 
What can I wiſh? Demetrius may be guiltleſs. 
What then is Perſeus? Judgment hangs as yet 
Doubtful o'er them; but Fm condemn'd already 
For both are mine, and one — is foul as hell. 
Should theſe two hands wage war, (theſe hands leſs 
dear), 
What boots it which prevails? in both I bleed. 
But I have done. Speak, Perſeus, and at large; 
You'll have no ſecond hearing. Thou, forbear. 
[To Demetrius. 
Perf. Speak !——"Twas with utmoſt ſtruggle I for- 
a bore : 
Theſe chains were ſcarce deſign d to reach my tongue: 
Their treſpaſs is ſufficient, ſtopping here 
D Shewing his arms. 
Theſe chains! for what? Are chains for innocencc? 
Not ſo; for, fee, Demetrius wears them too. 
Fool that I was, to tremble at vain laws; 
Nor learn from him defiance of their frown ; 
Since innocence and guilt are us'd alike ; 
Blood · thirſty ſtabbers, and their deſtin'd prey; 
Perſeus, and he—1 will not call him brother: 


of 
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[Pointing at Demetrius. 
He wants not that enhancement of his guilt. 

King. But cloſer to the point; and lay before us 
Your whole deportment this fared day. 

Per/. Scarce was he cool from that embrace this 

morning, 
Which you enjoin'd, and I ſincerely gave, 
Nor thought he plann'd my death within my arms, 
When holding vile, oaths, honour, duty, love, 
He fir'd our friendly ſports to martial rage. 
If war, why not ;fair war? But that has danger. 
From hoſtile conflict, as from brothers play, 
He bluſh'd not to invite me to his banquet. 
I went not; and in that was I to blame ? | 
Think you there nothing had been found but peace, 
From whence ſoon after ſally d armed men? 
Think you 1 nothing had to fear from ſwords, 
When from their eil: I ſcarce 'd with life? 
Or poiſon might h valour fuit as well. 
This paſs'd, as ſuits-his wiſdom, * Macedonians ! 
Who volts o'er elder brothers to a throne: 
With an arm'd rout he came to viſit me. 
Did I refuſe to go, a bidden gueſt ; 
And ſhould I welcome him, a threat'ning fue, + 
Reſenting my refuſal, boiling for revenge? 

Dem. "Tis falſe. 

Ant. Forbear-—— The king! : 

Perſ. Had I receiv'd them, ſcauſe 
Lou now had mourn'd my death, not heard my 
Dares he deny he brought an armed throng ? 

Call thoſe I name: who dare this deed, dare al; 
Yet will not dare deny that this true. 

My death alone can yield a ſtronger proof; 
Will no leſs proof than that content a father? 

Peric. Perſeus, you ſee, has art, as well as fire; 
Nor have the wars worn Athens from his tongue. 

Perf. Let him, who ſceks to bathe in brother's 

blood, 
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Not find well-pleas'd the fountain hence it flow d. 
Let him, who ſhudders at a brother's knife, 
Find refuge in the boſom of a father : | 
For where elſe can I fly ? whom. elſe implore ? i 
I have no Romans, with their eagles wings, 
To ſhelter me; Demetrius borrows thoſe 
To mount full rebel-high. I have their batred; 
And, thanks to Heav'nl deſerve it. Good Demetrius 
Can ſee your towns and kingdoms torn away | 
By theſe protetors,. and ne er loſe his temper.. 
My weakneſs ! I confeſs, it makes me rave; 
It makes me weep——and my tears rarely flow. 
Peric. Was ever ſtronger proof of filial love 
Perf. Vain are Rome's hopes while you and : 
. - furvive: 
But ſhould the ſword take me, and age my father, 
(Heav'n grant they leave him to the ſtroke of age) 
The kingdom and the king are both their own ; 
A duteous loyal king, a ſcepter'd flave, 
A willing Macedonian flave to Rome. 
King. Firſt let an earthquake ſwallow Macedonia. 
Per/. How, at ſuch news, would Hannibal rejoice? 
How the great ſhade of Alexander ſmile 2 
The thought quite choaks me up; I can no more. 
King. Proceed! 
Perf. No, Sir——Why have 1 ſpoke at all? 
"T was needleſs : Philip juſtifies my charge; 
Philip's the fingle witneſs which I call 
To prove Demetrius guilty. ; 
King. What doſt mean ? mad: 
Perſ. What mean I, Sir! what mean 1 To run 
For who, unſhaken both in heart and brain, 
Can recollect it? *. 
King. What? 
Perſ. This morning's inſult. 
This morning they proclaim'd him Philip's king; 
This morning they forgave you for his ſake. 


O pardon, pardon I could ſtrike him dead. 
Vor. Il. P 
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Xing. More temper. 
Perſ. Not more truth; that cannot be! 
And that it cannot, one proof can't eſcape you ; 
For what but truth could make me, Sir, ſo bold? 
Rome puts forth all her ſtrength, to crown her minion. 
Demetrius” vices, thriving of themſelves, 
Her fulſome flatt'ries dung to ranker ets 


Demetrius is the burden of her ſong ; 


Each river, hill, and dale, has learn'd his name; 
While elder Perſeus i in a whiſper dies. 
Demetrius treats; Demetrins gives us peace; 
Demetrius is our god, and would be fo, — 
My fight is ſhort; look on him, you that can: 
What ſage experience fits upon his brow, 
What awful marks of wiſdom, who vouchſafes 
To patronize a father and a king! 
Such patronage is treaſon. 
King. Treaſon ! death! 
Perſ. Nor let the tyes of blood bind up the hands 
Of juſtice ; Nature's tyes are broke already: 
For, who contend before you?—Your two ſons ? 
No; read aright ; tis Macedon and Rome. 
A well-maſk'd foreigner, and your—only ſon, 
Guard of your life, and—exile of your love, 
Now, bear me to my dungeon: what ſo fit 
As darkneſs, chains, and death, for ſuch a traitor ? 
King. Speak, Demetrius: 
Ant. My lord, he cannot ſpeak ; accept his tears— 
Inſtead of words. 
Perſ. He tears are falſe as they 
Now, with fine phraſe, and foppery of tongue, 
More graceful action, and a ſmoother tone, 
That orator of fable, and fair face, 
Will ſteal on your brib'd hearts, and, as you liſten, 
Plain truth, aud I plain Perſeus, are forgot. 
Dem. My father! king! and judge! thrice awful 
pow'r |! 
Your ſon, your ſubject, and your pris'ner, hear; 


= 


THE BROTHERS. 171 

Thrice humble ſtate! If I have grace of ſpeech, 
(Which gives, it ſeems, offence), be that no crime, 
Which oft has ſerv'd my country and my king; 
Nor in my brother let it paſs for virtue, 
That, as he is, ungracious he would ſeem; L 
For, oh! he wants not art, tho' grace may fail him. 
The wonted aids of thoſe that are accus'd, 
Has my accuſer ſeiz'd. He ſhed falſe tears, 
That my true ſorrows might ſuſpected flow: 
He ſeeks my life, and calls me murderer ; 
And vows no refuge can he find on earth, 
That I may want it in a father's arms; 
Thoſe arms to which ev'n ſtrangers fly for ſafety. 

King. Speak to your charge. 

Dem. He charges me with treaſon. 
if I'm a traitor, if I league with Rome, 
Why did his zeal farbear me till this hour? 
Was treaſon then no crime, till (as he feigns) 
1 ſought bis life? Dares Perſeus hold fo much 
Nis father's welfare cheaper than his own? 
Leſs cauſe have I, a brother, to complain. 
He ſays I wade for empire through his blood; 
He ſays I place my confidence in Rome; | 
Why murder him, if Rome will crown my brow ? 
Will then a ſceptre, dipt in brother's blood, 
Conciliate love, and make my reign ſecure ? 
Falſe are both charges; and he proves them falſe 
By placing them together. 

Ant. That's well urg'd. 

Dem. Mark, Sir, how Perſeus unawares abſolves me 
From guilt in all, by loading all with guilt. 
Did 1 deſign bim poiſon at my feaſt ? 
Why then did I provoke him in the field? 
That, as he did, he might refuſe to come? 
When angry he refus'd, I ſhould have ſooth'd 
His rous'd reſentment, and deferr'd the blow; 
Not deſtin'd him that moment to my ſword, 
Which | before inſtructed him to ſhun. 

P 2 
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Thro' fear of death did he decline my 3 . 


Could I expect admittance then at his? 


Theſe num'rous pleas, at variance, overthrow 

Each other, and are advocates for me. SETS 
Perf. No, Sir; Poſthumius is his advocate. 

King. Art thou afraid that 1 ſhould hear him out? 

Dem. Quit then this picture, this well - painted fear, 

Aud come to that which touches him indeed, 

Why is Demetrius not deſpis'd of all, 

His ſecond in endowments as in birth? 

How dare I draw the thoughts of Macedon ? '/ © 


How dare I gain eſteem from foreign pow'rs? 


Eſteem, when gain'd, bow dare I to preſerve ? 
Theſe are his ſecret thoughts, theſe burn WN 
Theſe ſting up accuſations in his ſoul, 

Turn friendly viſits to foul fraud and murder, 

And pour in potſon to the bowl of love; 

Merit is treafon in a younger brother. | 
Xing. But clear your conduct with regard to Rome. 
Dem. Alas! dread Sir, T-grieve to find ſet down 

Among my crimes what ought to be my praiſe. 

That I went hoftage, or ambaſſador, 

Was Philip's high command, not my requeſt : 

Indeed, when there, in both theſe characters 

T bore in mind to whom I owe my birth: 

Rome's favour follow'd. If it is a crime 

To be regarded, ſpare a crime you caus d; 

Caus'd by your orders and example too, | + 

True, I'm Rome's friend while Rome is your ally: 

When not, this hoſtage, this aqabaſſador, - 

So dear, ſtands forth the fierceſt of her foes; 

At your commands, flies ſwift on wings of fire, 

The native thunder of a father's'arm, 4 
Ant. There ſpoke-at once the hero and-the ſon. | 
Dem. To cloſe—To thee, I grant, ſome thanks ate 

YO Wes 77 [Speaking to Perſeus. 


| Not for thy kindneſs, but maligaitys "ws 


Thy character's my friend, tho' thou * foe; 
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For, ſay, whoſe temper promiſes moſt guilt? 

Perfeus, importunate, demands my death: 

I do not aſk: for his: ah! no; I feel 

Too pow'rful nature pleading for him here. 

But, were there no fraternal tye to bind me, 

A ſon of Philip muſt be dear to me. 

If you, my father, had been angry with me, 

An elder brother, a leſs awful parent, 

He ſhould aſſuage you, he ſhould intercede, 

Soften my failings, and indulge my youth : 

But my aſylum drops its character; 

find not there my reſcue, but my ruin. 

Perf. His bold aſſurance—- 
Xing. Do not interrupt him; 

But let thy brother finiſh his defence. 

Dem. O Perſeus! how I tremble as I ſpeak! * 

Where is a brother's-voice,. a brother's eye? 

Where is the melting of a brother's heart ? 

Where is our awful father's dread command ? 

Where a dear dying mother's laſt requeſt ? 

Forgot, ſcorn'd,. hated, trodden under foot! 

Thy heart, how dead to ev'ry call of nature 

Unſon'd ! unbrother'd ! nay, unhumaniz'd ! 

Far from affection, as thou'rt near in blood! 

Oh! Perſeus Perſeus ! — But my heart's too full: 
[Falls. on Antigonus. 


- 


King. Support him. 

Perf: Vengeance overtakes his crimes.. 

King. No more 

Ant. See, from his hoary brow he wipes-the dew, 
Which agony wrings from him. 

King. Ol] my friend. 
Theſe boys at ftrife, like Ætna's ſtruggling flames, 
Convulfions cauſe, and make a mountain ſhake ; 
Shake Philip's firmneſs,. and convulſe his heart; 
And, with a fiery flood of civil war,. 
Threaten to deluge my divided land. 
I've heard them both; by neither am convinc'd: 


* 
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And yet Demetrius* words went thro* my heart. 
A double crime, Demetrius, is your charge 
Fondneſs for Rome, and hatred to your brother. 
If you can clear your innocence in one, 
T will give us cauſe think you wrong d in oy 
Dem. How ſhall I clear it, Sir? is ue 
King. This honeſt man 
Deteſts the Romans: if you wed his bees, | 
Rome's foe becomes the guardian of your faith. 
Dem. I told you, Sir, when Lreturn'd from Rome 
Ring. How ! doſt thou want an abſolute nr 
Your brother, father, country, all exact it. 
Aut. See yonder guards at hand if you ecfuſe. 
Nay, more; a father, ſo diſtreſs'd, demands 
A ſon's compatiion to becalm his heart. 
Ohl Sir, comply. [ Afde"to Dometbius. 
Dem. There! there! indeed, you touch me ! 
Befides, if Fm confin'd” and Perſeus free, 
} never, never, mall be hold her more, © 
W [Afide” to Antigens. 
Pardon,' ye e an artifice forced on me. 
Dread Sir, your ſon complies. [To the King. 
Dym, Aſtoniſhment! [free : 
King. Strike off his chains. Nay, Perſeus too is 
They wear no bonds but thoſe of duty now. 
Dymas, go thank the prince: he weds your daugh- 
And higheſt honours pay your high defert. ter; 
. [Exeunt all but Dymas and Demetrius. 
Dym. 0 Sir, without preſumption may dare 
To lift my raviſh'd thought 
Dem. In what I've done 
J paid a duty to my father's will: 
And fet you an example, where tis due, 
Of not with-holding yours. s 
Dym. My duty, Sir, 
To you can never fail. 
Dem. Then, Dymas, I requeſt thee, 
Go ſeek the King, and ſave me from a marriage 
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My brother has contriv d ĩn artful malice, 

To make me loſe my father or my love. 

Go charge the juſt refuſal on thyſelf. ' 

Dym. What Philip authorizes me to wiſh, 

You, Sir, may diſappoint: but, daun * me 

The load of the refuſal 
Dem. Is no more 4 

Than Dymas owes his 2 if he'd ſhun 

The natural ſurmiſe,, that he concurr'd ' 

In brewing this foul treaſon . | . 
Dym. Sir, the King | 

Knows what he does; and, if he ſocks Res — | 
Dem. In a degree deſtructive of his own, . 1 
is your's to diſappoint him, or renounce 

1 duty to your King. 471 wi 
Dym. You'll better tel. 

Dem. Yes, better tell the King, he wounds his ho- 
By lifting up a minion from the duſt, | [noun 
And mating him with princes. Uſe your pow T 
Againſt yourſelf, Ves, uſe it like a man, 

In ſerving him who gave it. Thus you'll make 

Indulgence juſtice, and abſolve your maſter, 

Tho' kings delight in raifing what they love, 

Leſs owe they to themſelves than to the throne; 

Nor muſt they proſtitute its majeſty, 

To ſwell a ſubject's pride, howe'er deſerving... 
Dym,. What the King grants ma. — 
Dem. Talk not of a grant: 

W hat a king ought not, that he compot give; 2 

And what is more than meet from priaces bounty, 

Is plunder, not a grant. Think you his honour 

A perquiſite belonging to your place, 

As favourite paramount? Preſerve the King 

From doing wrong, tho“ wrong is done for you; 

And ſhew *tis not in favour to corrupt thee. 

Dym. I ſought not, Sir, this honour. 

Dem. But would take it. 1445 $ 
True majeſt y's the very ſoul of kings; 
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And rectitude the ſoul of majeſty: © — 
If mining minions ſap that rectitude, N 
The King may live, but majeſty expires: 
And he that lefſens majeſty, impairs 
That juſt obedience public good requires; 
Poubly a traitor to the crown and ſtate. 
Dym. Muſt I refuſe what Philip's pleas'd to give? 
Dem. Can a King give thee more than is his own ? 
Know, a king's dignity is public wealth; 
On that ſubſiſts the nation's fame and pow'r. 
Shall fawning ſycophants, to plump themſelves, 
Eat up their maſter, and dethrone his glory? 
| What are ſuch wretches? what but vapours foul, 
| From fens and bogs, by royal beams, exhal'd, 
That radiance intercepting which ſhou'd chear 
| The land at large? Hence ſubjects hearts grow cold, 
14 And frozen loyalty forgets to flow : | 
Put then tis flipp*ry ſtanding for the minivon : 
Stains on his ermin to their royal maſter 
Such miſcreants are, not jewels in his crown. 
3 If you perfiſt, Sir—Bat, of words, no more ! 
To me to threat is harder than to do 7 
Dym. Let me embrace this genuine ſon of empire: 
When warm debates divide the doubtful land, 
| Should I not know the prince moſt fit to reign? 
4 I've tried you as an eagle tries her young, 
þ And find your dauntleſs eye is fix'd on glory. 
| F'!! to the king, and your commands obey— 
We muſt give young men opiates in a fever. (Aar. 
Yes, boy, I will obey thee to thy ruin. 
Erixene ſhall ſtrike thee dead for this. 


[Exit Dymas. 
Dem. Theſe ſtateſmen nothing woo but gold and 
m a bold advocate for other love, [pow'r, 


Though, at their bar, indicted for a fool. 
When reaſon,” like the fkilful charioteer, 
Can break the fiery paſſions to the bit, 
And, ſpite of their licentious ſallies, kcep 
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The radiant track of glory; paſſions, then, * 
Are aids and ornaments. Triumphant reaſon, 
Firm in her ſeat, and ſwift in her-careers,; + ,- 
Enjoys their violence, and, fmiling, thanks 
Their formidable flame for high renoẽw mn. 
Take then my ſoul, fair maid ! tis wholly thine ; 
And thence 1 feel an energy divine. 
When objects worthy praiſe our hearts approve, 
Each virtue grows on conſecrated love: 
And, ſure, ſoft paſſion dlaims to be forgiv'n, 
Wben love of beauty: is en W 10 


"ACT: . 8 0 E M k 1. 


_ ERIXENE in DELLIA. 4 
4 3 Euzx ü. 1 
77 1 * uind is plain! this marriage e 
He join'd to Rome the crown- 1 words 
were true: 
He wee e deen chat dete which +: :. 
Deſpis'd for him. O how unlike our loves! 
But it is well; he gives me my revenge. 
Wed Dymas' daughter! What a fall is there? 
Not the world's empire could repair his glory. 
Delia. Madam; you can't be od to aun — 
But why $04 mn 
More now than at the firſt? - S le el 
Erix. At firſt 1 doubted: ns | 
For who, that loy'd like me, could have believ'd? 
I difbeliev'd what Pericles reported; ' 
And thought it Perſeusꝰ art to wound our loves. 
But when the good Antigonus, ſworn friend 
To falſe Demetrius, when his word confirm'd by 4 
Then paſſion took me, as the northern blaſt 
An autumn leaf. O gods! the dreadful whirl ! 
But, while I ſpeak, he's with her; laughs and plays; 


c 
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Mingles his dalliance with inſulting mirth; © 


To this new goddeſs offers up my tears 


Yes, with my ſhame and torture, wooes her love.” 
I ſee, hear, feel it! O theſe raging fires !_ 
Can then the thing we ſcorn give ſo much pain? 
Delia. Madam, theſe tranſports give him cauſe to 
triumph ! 
Erix, I vent my grief to thee; he ne'et ſhall know it. 
If I can't conquer, I'll conceal my paſſion, 
And ſtifle all its pangs bentath diſdain. 
Delia. The greateſt minds are moſt relenting too: 
If then Demetrius ſhould repent his crime 
Erix, If till my paffion burns, it ſhall burn inward: 
On the fierce rack of flence I'll expire, 
Before one ſigh eſcape me le repent ! 
What wild extravagance of thought is thine? 
But did he—who repents, has once been falſe: 
In love, repentance but declareg our guilt ; 
And injur d honour ——=ſhall exact its due. ; 
In vain his love, nay, mine ſhould groan in vais! 
Both are devoted. Vengeance, vengeance reigns ! 


Our firſt love murdet'd, is the — pang 


A human heart can feel. 
Delia. The king approaches. 


Exter the Kix, Cc. 


_ King. Madam, at length we ſee the dawn agate; 
And hope an end of our domeſtic jars. 
The jealous Perſeus can no longer fear 
Demetrius is a Roman, fince this day 
Makes him the fon of Dymas, Rome's worſt foe. 
Erix. Already, Sir, I've beard, ug heard with} joy, 


Th important news. 


King. To make our bliſs run o er, 
You, Madam, will compleat what Heav'n begins, 
And fave the love- ſick Perſeus ſrom deſpair: 
That marriage would leave Rome without pretence 
To touch our conqueſt, and for ever join 
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* Toth inen long-diſputed Thrace. | 
| Enter Dyas. | 


Erix. Tho Thrace by conqueſt oops to — 
I know my rank, and would preſerve its due. 
With meditated coldneſs have I heard 
Prince Perſeus' vows; unwilling to conſent, . 
Before reſtor'd to my forefathers throne, 
Leſt that conſent ſhould merit little thanks, 
As flowing leſs from choice than your command : 
But, fince the Roman de will find account 
In my perſiſting ſtill, and Philip ſuffer, 
I quit the lofty thought on which 1 ſtood, 
And yield to your requeſt. 
King. lndulgent gods 
Bleſs'd moment ! How will this with cranſport fi fill 
The doubtful Perſeus, after years of pain! (Joy 
Dym, My lord, I've heard what paſt, and give you 
Of Perſeus” nuptials, which your ftate requires: 
But for Demetrius'— think of thoſe no more, 
Far from accepting ſuch a load of glory, 
I bring, 1 bring, my lord, this forteit head, 
Due to my bold refuſal. - 
King. Dares the boy | 
Fall from his promiſe, and pole 0 on thee 
Forc'd diſobedience to my royal pleaſure ? 
Dym. No, my moſt honour'd lord, there, there's 
my crime: 
Fond of the maid, with ardour he preſs'd on ; 
But ſhould 1 core pollute his blood with tne? 
Rut you, Sir, authorize it—Still more baſe, 
To wrong a maſter ſo profuſely kind. 
King. That man is noble on whom Philip ſmiles. 
Come, come, there's fomething more in this—Explain, 
Dym. Why am I forc'd 5 office ? 
Yet can't I tell you more than fame has told; 
Which ſays Demetrius is in league with Rome. 
Why weds ambition then an humble maid, 
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| No, Sir, preſerve my fame; let life ſuffice. 
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But to gain me to treaſon? What then follows? 


* 


They'll fay the ſubtle ſtateſman plann'd this marriage, 


To raiſe his blood into his maſter's throne. 


Enter PERICLES, 


Peric. Sir, your ambaſſadors arriv'd from Too 


' - {Preſents a letter. 
King. Ha! 1 muſt read it; — this will tell me more. 
TEES [ After OY 11. 
O princeſs! now 4 418 comfort flows ; 
From your indulgence to my better ſon. 
This dreadful news precipitates my wiſh. 
To keep rapacious Rome from ſeizing 'Thrace, 
You cannot wed too ſoon. My fair ally, 
What if you bleſs me and my ſon to-morrow? 
Erix. Since you requeſt, and your affairs demand it, 
Without a bluſh I think I may comply. 
King. O daughter! but no more——The gods will 
h thank you ! | 
I go to bleſs my Perſeus with the news. 
Dym. Thus the boy's dead in empire and in love. 
[ Exeant King, Dymas, &c. 
Erix. I triumph! I'm reveng'd ! I reign! I reign! 


Nor thank Demetrius! treaſon for a crown. 


Love is our own cauſe, honour is the gods. 

can be glorious without happineſs; 

But without glory never can be bleſs d 
Delia. Tis well; but can you wed the man you 

| deem 
 Erix, Wed any thing for vengeance on the perjur'd. 

I' now inſult him from an higher ſphere: 

This unexpected turn may gall his pride. 

Whate'er has pangs for him, has charms for me, 
Delia. A rooted love is ſcarce ſo ſoon remov'd. 
Erix. If not, the greater virtue to controul it, 

And ftrike at his beart, tho? 'tis thro' my own. 
Delia. Ican't but praiſe this triumph; yet I dread 
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The combat ſtill. And ſee, the foe draws near. 
Enter DEMETRIUS. | | 


Dem. Erixene! 

Erix. My lord! 

Dem. My pale cheek fpeaks, 

My trembling limbs prevent my falt'ring tongue, 
And aſk you 

Erix, What, my lord? 

Dem. My lord ?——Her eyes 
Confirm it true: and yet, without a crime 
I can't believe it. O Erixg ene! 

Erix. I gueſs your meaning, Sir; but am ſurpris d 
That Dymas' ſon ſhould think of aught I do. 

Dem. Falſe are my ſenſes! falſe both ear and eye 
All, all be rather falſe than her I love 

Erix. She paſs'd not, Sir, this way. 

Dem. 1s then my pain 
Your ſport? and can Erixene pretend 
Herſelf deceiv'd, by what deceiv'd the king? 

An artifice made uſe of for your ſake; 
A. proof, not violation, of my love. 

Erix. I thought not of your love, nor artifice: 
Both were forgot, or rather never known. - 
But without artifice 1 tell you this; 

Your brother lays his ſceptre at my feet, 
And whoſe example bids my heart reſiſt 
"The charms of empire? 

Dem. This:is woman's ſkill. 
You ceaſe to love, and from my conduct ſtrive 
To labour an excuſe. For if indeed 
You thought me falſe, had you been thus ſerene, 
Calm, and unruffled? No; my heart ſays, No. 
Paſſions, if great, tho' turn'd to their reverſe, 
Keep their degree, and are great paſſions ſtill, 
And ſhe who, when ſhe thinks her lover falſe, 
Retains her temper, never loſt her heart. 

Erix. That I'm ſerene ſays not I never lowd. 

Vor. II. Q 
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Indeed the vulgar float as paſſion drives, 

But noble minds have reaſon for their queen : 
While you deſery'd, my paſſion was ſincere: 

You change, my paſſion dies. But pardon, Sir, 
If my vain mind thinks anger is too much : 

Take my neglect; I can afford no more. [ deaths! 
Dem. No, rage! flame! thunder! give a thouſand 
Oh! reſcue me from this more dreadful calm 

This curs'd indifference ! which, like a froft 
In northern ſeas, outdoes the fierceſt ſtorm. 
Commanded by my father to comply, 
I feign'd obedience:—HadT then refus'd—— 
Erix. I grant the conſequence had been moſt dread- ; 
ful! | 
I grant that Dymas' daughter had been angry. 
Dem. Aſk Dymas with what rage 
Erix. You well might rage, 
To be refus'd. 
Dem. Refus'd ! 
Erix. He told your ſecret; 
The king and I, and all the court, can witneſs. 
Dem. Refus'd! falfe villain! O the perjur'd flave ! 
Hell-born impoſtor ! Madam, "tis moſt falſe 
Warm from my heart is ev'ry word | ſpeak ! 
The villain lies! believe the pangs that rend me! 
Believe the witneſs ſtreaming from my eyes, 
And let me ſpeak no more. 
Erix. I do believe 
Your grief fincere. I've heard the maid is fair. 
Dem. Proceed; and thus indeed commit that crime 
You falſely charge on me. The crown bas charm'd you. 
Ilow warm this morning did you preſs my flight! ! 
The cauſe is plain: an outrag'd lover's groan, 
And dying agony, moleſt our ear, 
And hurt the muſic of a nuptial ſong: - 
Erix. Since your inconſtancy perſiſts to charge 
Its crime on my ambition, IIl be kind, 
And leave you in poſſeſſion of an error 
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Of which you ſeem ſo ſond. 
Dem. Ah, ſtay one moment! 


Enter PERSEUS and PERICLES: 


Perſ. Erixene ! 
Dem. Diſtraction ! (Starting, 
Erix. Tis well-tim'd. | 
My lord, your brother doubts if 'm ſincere, 
And thinks (an error natural to him) 
Ill break my vow to you You'll clear my fame, 
And labour to convince him, that to-morrow 
Erixene's at once a bride and queen. [Exit Erix. 
Per/. When 1 have work' d him up to violence, 
Bring thou the King, and nity my diſtreſs. 
| To Pericles, who goes owt. 
Dem. On what extremes extreme diſtreſs impels me; 
In things impoſſible I put my truſt; 
I in my only brother find a foe, 
Yet in my rival hope the greateſt friend. 
When all our hopes are lodg'd in ſuch expedients, 
"Tis as if poiſon were our only food, 
And death were call'd on as the guard of life, 
Per/. Why doſt thou droop ? 
Dem. Becauſe I'm dead; quite dead 
To hope, and yet rebellious to deſpair, 
Like ghoſts unbleſs'd, that burſt the bars of death. 
Strange is my conduct ! ſtranger my diſtreſs; 
Beyond example both ! Who cer before me 
Preſs'd his worſt foe to prove his trueſt friend? 
But tho* thou'rt not my brother, thou'rt a man; 
And, if a man, compaſſionate the worſt 
That man can feel, tho' found that worſt in me. 
Perſ. What would'ſt? 
Dem, Unclinch thy talons from thy prey; 
Let the dove fly to this her neſt again. 
[Siriking his breaft.. 
For oh! the maid's unalienably mine, 
Tho” now thro? rage run mad, and turn'd to thee.. 
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How often have I languiſnh'd at her feet, * 
Baſk'd in her eye, and revelbd in her ſmile ! 


How often, as ſhe liſten'd to my vows, 


Trembling and pale with agonies of joy, 
Have I left earth, and mounted to the ftars ! 
Perſ. There Dymas' daughter ſhone above the reſt, 
Illuſtrious in thy fight. 4 
Dem. Thy taunt how falſe? p 
I no leſs preſs your int'reſt than my own : 
Think you 'tis poſſible her heart, ſo long 
Inclin'd to me, the price of all my vows, : 
Purchas'd by tears and groans, and paid me down 
In tendereſt returns of love divine, 
Can in one day be yours ?—Impoſfible ! 
Per/. If 'm deceiv'd, I'm pleas'd with the deceit. 
How my heart dances in the golden dream ! 
In pity do not wake me till morrow. 
Dem. Then thou'lt awake diſtracted —Truſt me, 
brother, 
She gives her hand alone. 
Perſ Nor need I more: 
That hand's enough that brings a ſceptre in it. 
I ſcorn the prince who weds with meaner views. 
Her duty's mine; and I conceive ſmall pain 
From your ſweet error, that her love is yours. 
I'm pteas'd ſuch cordial thoughts of your own merit 
Support you in diſtreſs. 
Dem. Inhuman Perſeus ! 
If pity dwells within the heart of man, 
If due that pity to the laſt diſtreſs, 
Pity a lover exquiſitely pain'd, 
A lover exquiſitely pain'd by you. 
Oh! in the name of all the gods, relent ! 
Give me my Princeſs! give her to my throes : 
Amidſt a thouſand you may chuſe a love; 
The ſpacious earth contains but one for me,—— 
But oh! I rave: art thou not he, the man 
Who drinks my groans like muſic at his car? 
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And would as wine, as nectar, drink my blood? 
Are all my hopes of merey lodg'd in thee ? 
O rigid gods !: and ſhall I then fall down, 
Embrace thy feet, and bathe them with my tears ? 
Yes, 1 will drown thee with my tears, my blood, 
So thou afford a human ear to pangs, 
A brother's pangs, a brother*s broken heart. 
Perf. Pardon, Demetrius, but the Princeſs calls, 
And 1 am bound to go. * 
Dem. O ſtay. [Laying hold of him; 
Perf. You tremble. 
Dem. The Princeſs calls, and you are bound to go? 
Perſ. Evnſo. 
Dem. What Princeſs? 
Feri. Mine. 
Dem. Tis falſe. RS 
Perſ. Unhand me. 
Dem. What! ſee, talk, touch, haigtts her; likeabee 
Draw honey from her wounded lip, while! 
Am ſtung to death! 
Perſ. The triumph once was yours. 
Dem. Rip vp my breaſt, or you ſhall never ſtir. 
My heart may viſit her! O] take it with you. 
Have I not ſeen her, where ſhe has not been? 
Have I not claſp'd her ſhadow ? trod her ſteps ? 
Tranſported trod! as if they led to heav'n ! 
Each morn my life I lighted at her eye, \ 
And, every evening, at its cloſe, expir'd,—— 
[Burſts into tears- 
Perf. Fy! thou'rt a Roman; can a Roman weep ? 
Sure Alexander's helmet can ſuſtain 
Far heavier ſtrokes than theſe. For ſhame, Demetrius, 
Fv'n ſnatch up the next Sabine in thy way; 
"Twill do as well. Coing. 
Dem. By Heav'n you fhall not ſtir, 
Long as I live I ſt and a world between you, 
And keep you diſtant as the poles aſunder. 
Who takes my love, in mercy takes my life; 
K 


= 
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Thy bloody paſs cleave thro' thy brother's breaſt. 
I beg, I challenge, I provoke, my death. | 
| - [His band eee 


Enter KiNG and Dy m As. 


Perf. You will not murder me? 
Dem. Yes, you and all, 
King. How like a tyger foaming o'er; his prey! 
Perſ. Now, Sir, believe your eye, believe your ear, 
And ſtill believe me perjur'd, as this morning. 
King. Heav*n's wrath exhauſted, there's-no more 
My darling ſon. found criminal in all! - [to fear. 
Dem. That villain there to blaſt me? Ves, ,1'llipeak; 
For what have I to fear, whofeel. the worſt ? 
"Tis time the truth- were known, That villain, Sir, 
Has cleft my heart, and laughs to ſee it bleed; 
But his confeſſion ſhall redgem my fame, 
And re-inthrone me in my princeſs” ſmile ; 
Or I'll return that falſe embrace he gave me, - 
And ſtab him in your fight. | 
King. Hold, inſolent! 
W here's your reſpect to me? 
Dem. O royal Sir! 
That has undone me. Thro' reſpe& I gave 
A feign'd conſent,, which his black artifice 
Has turn'd to my deſtruction. I refus'd [daughter; 
That flave's, that curſed ſlave's, that ſtateſman's 
And he pretends ſhe was refus'd by me. 
Hence, hence, this deſolation. Nought ] fear, 
'Tho' nature groan her laſt, And ſhall e then 
Eſcape, and triumph? 
King. Guards there! ſeize the prince! 
The man you menace you ſhall learn to fear. 
| [He iſeized, 
Dym. Hold, Sir! not this for me! it is your ſon : 
Wat is my life, tho” pour'd upon your feet? 
King. Is this a ſon? 
Dem. No, Sir, my crime's too great, 
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Which dares to vindicate a father's honour, | 

To catch the glories of a falling crown, | 

And ſave it from pollution. But I've done; 

1 die, unleſs my princeſs is reſtor'd, | 

And if 3 die, by Heav'n, and Earth, and Hel! 

[Pointing to Dymas. 

His ſordid blood fhall mingle with the duſt, 

And ſee if thence 'twill mount into the throne. 

O, Sir! think of it! Vil expect my fate. 

King. And thou ſhalt have it. [Exit Demetrius. 
Dym. How, my lord; in tears? . 
King. As if the gods came down inevidence, 

How many ſudden rays of proof concur 

To my conviction ! was e'er equal boldneſs? 

But 'tis no wonder from a brother-king; 

[Preduces the forg'd letter. 

This King of Thrace—To morrow he'll be King 

Of Macedon—He therefore dies to-night, 

Perſ. And yet I doubt it, for I know bis fondofs. 
[ A/ide to Dymas. 

Thou practiſe well the leſſon I have taught thee, 

While 1 put on a ſolemn face of wo, 

Afflicted for a brother's early fall. 

Heav'n knows with what regret=—But, Sir, your 

ſafet / | 
. [Preſenting the mandate fer Demetrius' death. 
King, What giv'ſt thou here? 
 Dym. Your paſſport to renown. 

You fign. your apotheoſis in that. 

What ſcales the ſkies, but zeal for public good ? 
Perſ. How god-like mercy |. | . 
Dym. Mercy to mankind, 

By treaſon aw'd. 

King. Muſt then thy brother bleed ? [To Perſeus. 
[Dymas ſeeming at a loſ7, Perſeus whiſpers him, 
and gives a letter. 
Dym. No, Sir; the King of Thrace. 
[Looking on the letter. 
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King. Why, that is true. / 
Yet -— if not s father, ſhould —_— oor. 

King. Is't not my ſon? $4 Dywas 

Dym. If not, far lefs his dene a 

King. Is't not my other Perſus ? is To 2 Perſcus. 

Perſ. Sir, I thank you, 

That ſeeks your crown, and life. p57 u $014 

King. And ia | Kt 
Dym. No, Sir | 
He'll only take your crewn, you fin ay Us e. 

King. Heav'n blaſt thee for that 2 ! 

Perſ. Why ſhakes my father? 

King. It labs, it gnaws, it harrows up my foul 
Is he not young? Was he not much indulg'd? 
GalPd by his brbther? doubted by his father? 
Tempted by Rome ? A nation to a boy ? 

 Dym. O a mere infant that depoſes kings. 
King. No, once he ſav'd my crown. 

Du. And now would wear it. 

King. How my head ſwims !. 

Perſ. Nor ſtrange ; the taſk is hard. 

Dym. Yet ſcarce for him. Brutus was but 2 Roman: 

[Speaking as if he would not have the Ki wg hear. 
| Yet like a Philip dar'd, and is immortal. 
Xing. Ihear thee, Dymas; give me then the man- 
date. Going to fg, be [tops hort. 
Dym. No wonder if his mother thus had pavsd. 
Per/. Rank cankers on thy tongue; why mention 


her ? [ Afede. 
King. O gods! I fee her now: what am I doing? 
[Throws away the ſtyle. 


T ſee her dying eyelet fall a tear 
In favour of Demetrins.—Shall I ſtab 
Her lovely image ſtampt on every feature? 
Dym. His ſoul eſcap'd it, Sir. | 
King. Thou leſt; begone. [whiſpers Dymas. 
[Perſeus and Dymas in great confuſion; Perſeus 
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Dym. True; that, or nought, will touch him, 
[Aide to Perſeus, 
If, Sir, your mercy— Toe the King. 
Perf. O ſpeak on of mercy; 3 
Mercy, the darling attribute of Heav'n. 
Dym. If you ſhould ſpare him 
King. What if I ſhould ſpare him? 
Dym. 1 dare not ſay- V our wrath again might riſe. 
King. Yes, if thou'rt ſilent— What if 1 ſhould 
ſpare him ? 
Dym. Why, if you ſhould,-proud Rome will 
thank you for it. 
King. Rome !—Her applauſe more ſhocks me than 
his death. 
O thou, death's orator! dread advocate 
For bowelleſs ſeverity! aſſiſt 43 
My trembling hand, as thou haſt ſeed my heart; 5 
And if it is guilt in me, ſhare the guilt. 
He's dead. [Signs.] And if I blot it with one tear, 
Perieus, tho' leſs affected, will forgive me. 
_ Perf. Forgive! Sir, I applaud, and wiſh wy ſorrow 
Was mild enough to weep. 


The King going out, meets DEMETRIUS in 
mourning, introduced by ANTiGoONUs. The 
King arts back, and rt on Dymas. Reco» 


vering, ſpeaks. 


King. This, Fate, is thy tenth wave, and quite 
o'erwhelms me. 
It leſs had ſhock'd me had I met his ghoſt. 
This is a plot to ſentence »e to death 
What haſt thou done, my mortal foe? thrown bars 
[To Antigonus, 
Athwart my glory? But thy ſcheme ſhall fail. 
As ruſhing torrents ſweep th obſtructing mound, 
So Philip meets this mountain in his way, 


Yet keeps his purpoſe till, 
[ Perſeus and Pericles whiſper afide. 


N. 
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Pieric. I can't but fear it. 

Perf. I grant the-danger great; yet don't deſpair. 
Jove 1 is againft thee, Perſeus on thy ſide. | 

Ant. The prince, dread Sir, low on his bended knee. 

King. This way, Antigonus.— Doſt mark bis bloom? 
Grace in his aſpect, grandeur in his mien? 

Antig. Ido. 

King. Tis falſe, take a king's word. He's dead. 
That darling of my ſoul would ſtab me ſleeping. 
How dar'ft thou ſtart? art thou the traitor's father? 
If thou art pale, what is enough for me? 

How his grave yawns! Oh that it was my own! 

Ant. Mourn not the guilty. _ 

King. No, be's innocent : 5 | 
Death pays his debt to juſtice z and that done, 

I grant him ſtill my fon; as ſuch I love him; 


Yes, and willclaſp him * my breaſt, while yet 


His clay is warm, nor moulders at my touch. 
Perſ. A curſe on that embrace Ade. 
Dym. Nay worſe, be weeps. 
King. Poor boy, be not deceiv'd by my compaſſion: : 
My tears are cruel, and [ groan thy death, 
Dem. And am I then to die? If death's decreed, 
Stab me yourſelf, nor give me to the knife 
Of midnight ruffians, that have forg'd my crimes. 
For you I beg, for you 1 pour my tears: 
You are deceiv'd, diſhonour'd; Tam only ſlain, 
Oh!] father —— 
King. Father — s no father here; 
Forbear to wound me with that tender e, 
Nor raiſe all nature up in arms againſt me. . 
Dem. My father guardian! friend] nay, deity ! 
What leſs than gods give being, life, and death = 
My dying mother N | 
King. Hold thy peace, Aae thee. | 
Dem. Preſſing your hand, and bathing it with wars, 
Bequeath'd your tenderneſs for her to me 
And low on earth my legacy I claim, 
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Claſping your knee, tho“ baniſh'd from your breaſt. 
King. My knees-!-—would that were all; he 
graſps' my heart. 
Perſeus, eanſt Ho ſtand by, and fee me ruin d? 
[ Reaching his hand to Perſeus, 
Perſ. Looſe, looſe thy hold—It is my father too. 
King. Yes, Macedon ? nod thine; "WSU preſerve | 
thee. | 
Dem, Who once before „ e 1 from the 
| | Thracian? | 
And who at Thraſymerie turn'd the lifted bolt 
From Philip's hoary brow? 
King. I'll bear no more. 
O Perſeus, Dymas, Pericles! aſſiſt me, | 
Unbind me, difinchant'me; break this charm + * 
Of nature, that accomplice with my foes ; Td 
Rend me, O rend me from the friend of Rome! 
Peri. Nay, then, howe'er reluctant, aid I muff : 
The friend of Rome That ſevers you for ever, 
Tho” moſt incorporate and ſtrongly knit; 
As lightning rends the knotted oaks aſunder, 
Dem. In ſpite of lightning I renew the tye;  - 
And ſtubborn is the grafp of dying men. 
Who's he that ſhall divide me from myſelf? 
[Demetrius is forc'd from the King's knees ; on 
which, flarting up, be flings his arms round 
his father. 
Still of a piece with him from whom I grew, 
I'll bleed on my aſylum, dart my ſoul 
In this embrace, and 7þus my treaſon crown. 
King, Who love yourſelves, or Macedon, or me, 
From the curs'd “ Eagle's talons wrench my crown; 
And this barb'd arrow from my breaſt - Tis done; 
[Forc'd aſunder. 
And the blood guſhes after it, I faint. 
Dym. Support the King. 
Perf. While treaſon licks the duſt, 
[ Pointing at Demetrius fallen in the ſiruggle. 


* The Roman enſigu. 


- 
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Dym. A field well fought. 
Perſ. And juſtice has prevail'd. 
King. O that the traitor could conceal the * ! 

Farewel, once beſt beloy'd ! till moſt deplor'd! 

He, he who dooms thee, bleeds upon thy tomb. 

[Exit King. 
Dem. Proſtrate on thee, my mother Earth, be thou 

Kinder than brother, or than father ; open, | 

And ſave me in thy boſom from my—friends: 

Friends ſworn to waſh their hands in guiltleſs tears, 

And quench infernal thirſt in kindred blood; _ 

As if relation ſever'd human hearts, 

Or that deſtruction was the child of love. | 
Per/. Farewel, young traitor; if they aſk below, 

Who ſent thee beardleſs down? ſay, Honeft Perſeus; 

Whom reaſon ſways, not inſtinct; who can ſtrike 

At horrid parricide, and flagrant treaſon, | 

Tho? thro* a boſom dearer than his own. 

Think'ſt thou my tender heart can hate a brother? 

The gods and Perſeus war with nought but guilt. 

But I muſt go. What, Sir, your laſt commands 

To your Erixene? She chides my ſtay. 

[Exit Perſeus, 
Dem. Without that token of a brother's love, 

He could not part; my death was not enough, — 

I came for mercy, and I find it here, — 

And death is mercy, fince my love is loſt. 

Alas! my father too; my heart akes for him. 

And Perſeus, —fain would I forgive ev'n thee ; 

But Philip's ſufferings cry too loud againſt it. 

Blind author, and ſure mourner, of my death! 
Father moſt dear ! what pangs haſt thou to come ? 
Like that poor wretch is thy unhappy doom, | 
Who, while in ſleep his fever'd fancy glows, 
Draws his keen ſword, and ſheaths it in his foes; 
But, waking, ſtarts upright, in wild ſurpriſe 
To feel warm blood glide round him as he lies; 

To ſee his reeking hands in crimſon dy'd, 


THE BROTHERS. 193 


And a pale corſe extended by his ſi de: 
He views, with horrot, what mad dreams have done one, 
And finks, heart broken, on 2 un W 
eon 46 7 Mifeleinz, it 190767 . 
1 


A . SCENE 1 


vers TAP. 4 ITN ITT 


1. KING, anne, Ge. \niteting, -- 


36952 


Pos ruvetius. W il aten. 


E in behalf of our allies, O Kingg 
CalPd on thee yeſterday, to clear thy glory : 
Nor wonder now that Philip is unjuſt 
To ſtrangers, who has murder'd his own 2 

King. Tis falſddGG. 

Poft. No thanks to nn bs i 
King. A traitor is no ſon. | 
Pe. Heav'n's vengeance on me, 

If he refus'd not yeſterday the crown, 

Thoꝰ life and love both brib'd him to comply. 
King. See there. [Gives the letter. 
Pot. *Tis not the conſul's hand or ſeal. ” 
King. You're his accomplices. -. 

Poſt, We're his avengers, , 

Tis war. 10 1510 
King. Eternal wa. 

Pol. Next time we meet | 
King. Is in the Capitol Haſte, fly my kingdom, 
Poſt. No longer thine. 
As Yes, and proud Rome a province. 

| [Exit Poſthumius, Sc. 

They lanes. they make, they tyrannize o'er kings, 

The name of king the proſtrate world ador'd, - 

Ere Romulus had call'd his thieves together. 

But let me pauſe—Not Quintius' hand, or feal ? 

Doubt and impatience, like thick {mock and fre, | 

Cloud and torment my reaſon. | 
Ant. Sir, recal h 

Vol. UI. R. 
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And re- examine thoſe you ſent to Rome. 
ou took their evidence iii haſte and anger. 
orture, if they refuſe, Wilk tell the trutb. 
* Go, ſtop the nuptials till you hear we me. 


5 Exit Kiog and + 


74 
D Ba mana and Dua, meeting. 


Dalia. Madam the/Ptibe habe dell faihthreat- 
| en'd death, 
Attempting his eſcape to foreign realms, 
Was lately taken at the city gates 7 
So ſtrongly guarded by his father's bbw oa 1: | 
And now, confin'd, expects his final doom. 

Erix. Impriſon'd and to die And let bim die. 
Bid Dymas' daughter weep—l half forgot 
His perjur'd infolence;——I'It go and glit 
My vengeance. O how juſt @ traitor's death! A 
And, blacker 105 a traitor to my love. | 

g -[Exexnt Erixene ants Delia. 


SCENE Mel ee Dadra Gy in priſon. : 


Dem. Thou ſubterranean ſepulchre of peace! 
Thou home of horror hideonsneft of crimes ! 
Guilt's firſt ſad ſtage in her dark road to hel! 
Ye thick- barr'd ſunleſs paſſages for air, 

To keep alive the wretch that longs to die! 

Ye low-brow'd arches, thro whole fallen gloom 
Reſound the ceaſeleſs groans of pale deſpair ! 

Ye dreadful ſhambles, cak'd- with human blood! 
Receive a gueſt from fir, far other ſcenes, 

From pompous courts, from ſhouting victorice, 
Carouſing feſtivals, harmonious bow'rs, 

And the ſoft chains of heart · diſſol ting love. 
Oh l how unlike to theſe? Heart-breaking load 
Of ſhame eternal, ne'er to be knock'd off! 

Oh! welcome death, no, never but by thee.— 
Nor has a foe done this. A friend! a father — 
O! that 1 could have dy'd without their guilt! 
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So laok d in chaos the firſt beam of light. 
How drives the ſtrong enchaut ment of ber eye 
All horror hence low die the thoughts of death! 
Erix. I knew not my own heart. I cannot bear it. 
Shame chides me back: for to inſult his woes 
1; too ſevere; and to condole, too kind, . [(Gowg. 
Dem. Thus I arreſt you in the name of mercy, , 
And dare compet your ſtay; - is then one doo? 
One word, one moment, a laſt moment too, 
When I ſtand tott' ring on the brink of death, 
A cruel ignominioutdeath; too muß 
For one that loves Ie me? A length of years 
You may devote to my bleſt rivals arms 5 
I aſk dut one ſnort moment. O permit, old! 
Permit the dying to lay claim to the, 
To thee, thou dear equivalent for life 
Cruel, relentleſs, marble-hearted maid ! | 
Erix. Demetrius, you perſiſt to do me wrong. 
For know, tho? I behold thee as thou ny,” 2 
Doubly a traitor, to the ſtate and me: | 
Thy ſorrow, thy diftreſs, have touch'l my beten; 
I o it is a fault, I pity thee. — * 0 I 70 
| : 200 ” * . 
Meran 


Enter 8 


OF. My lord, your time is ſhort, and Jeath waits 
for you. oY 
Erix. Death I forgive thee, from my inmoſt ſpul, 
Dem. Forgive me! Oh! thou necd'ſt not to mutt 
If impoſition had not ſtruck thee blind. 
Truth lyes in ambuſh yet; but will ſtart np, 
And ſcize thy trembling foul, when mine is we 
O Pre a thouſand, thouſand things to fag, p. 
Erix. And l am come a ſecret to diſcloſe, 
That might awake thee wert thou dead already. 
Of. My lord, your finat moment is expir d. 
R 2 
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Dem. and Erix. One, one ſhort moment more. 
Dem. No; death lets ſall 

The curtain, and divides our loves for ever. | 

4 4 491623 B10 g [ls forced out. 

Eris. Oh bee a darker dungeon in my ſoul, 

Nor want an executioner to kill m. 

What revolutions in the human heart $ 

Will pity cauſe! what horrid: deeds reveoke 1 (Exit. 


SCEN F. puls, E ner Av 11 GON U 85 with attendants. 


Ant. How diſtant Virtuedwells from mortal man 
Was't not that each man calls for others virtue, 
Her very name on earth would be forgot, 
And leave the tongue as it has left the heart. 
Was eyer ſuch a labour d plan of guilt? -, + 
Take the King's mandate, to the priſon fl, 
Throw wide the 5 and let Demetrius know 
The full detail. e e er 903 260 

N e Erin. | 8 


The Princeſs} ba! begone; [To the Attendants. 

While I ſtir up an equal tranſport here. 

Princeſs, I ſee your:;griefs, and judge the cauſe ; 

But I bring news. might raiſe you from the grave, 

Or call you down from heav 'n to hear with joy. 

Juſt gods ! the virtuous will at laſt prevail. 

On motives here tbo tedious to relate, 

I begg'd the King to re-examine thoſe 

Who came from Rome. Ihe King approv'd my counſel. 

Surpris'd, and conſcious, in their charge they falter'd, 

And threaten'd tortures ſoon diſcover'd all: | 

That Perſeus brib'd'them to their perjurics ; 

That Quintius' letter was a forgery ; 

That, Prince Demetrius“ intercourſe with Rome 

Was 1 innocent of treaſon to the ſtate. [with me? 
Erix. O my ſwoln heart! What will the gods do 
Ant, And to confirm this moſt ſurpriſing news, 

Dymas, who, firiving to ſuppreſs a tumult 
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The rumour of Demetrius” flight had rais'd, 
Was wounded ſore, with his Taft breath confeſs'd 
The Prince refus his daughter e which alront 


— 


Inſlam'd the ſtateſman to his Prive®'6vvir.: 11 
Erix, Did he refuſe her? 5 4. 4 * (Savors 
Ant, Quite o'ercome with-joyt 


Tranſported out of life The rods — her! 
Erix. Ah! why recall me? Thie js a new kind 
Of murder moſt ſtvere that dom to le. 
Ant. Fair Princeſs, yduconfound wu. 
 Erix. Am bfairt aid wo b neee i «1 
Am 1s prineeſs ? Love and empire mine? 
Gay, gorgeous viſions daneing in my fight !— 
No, here I ſtand, a naked ſhipwreck'd wretch, 
Cold, trembling; pale, ſpent, he lf ere m me; 
Caſt on a ſhbre as cruel as the waves, 
O'erhung with rugged: — mace I 353 
The mountain · billows, loud, come foaming in 
Tremendous, and confound ere they devot 
Ant. Madam, the King abſolves you from your vow. 
Erix. For me it matters not; but oh] the Prince 
When he had ſhot the gulph of his deſpair, 
Emerging into all the light of heav'n, © © 
His heart high- beating with well grounded hope; 
Then to make ſhipwreck of his happineſ s - 
Like a poor wretch that has eſcap'd the ſtorm, 
And ſwam to what he deems an happy iſle, 
When lo! the ſavage natives drink his blood. 
Ah! why is vengeance fweet to woman's pride, 
As rapture to her love? It has undone me. | 
Delia. Madam; he comes. | 
Erix. Leave us, Antigonus. 
Ant. What dreadful fecret this? But IN obey, 
Invoke the gods, 'and leave the reſt to fate. - 
[Exit Antigonns. 
Erix, How terribly triumphant comes the wretck ! 
He comes, like flow'rs ambrofial, early born, 
To meet the blaſt, and periſh in the ſtorm. 
R 3 
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anne, 
Filer Duties. * 875 


F Aſter an age of abſence, in one hae: 
Have I then found thee thou celeſliab maid! - 
Le a fair Venus in a ſtormy ſea 
| Or a bright goddeſs,” thro” the ſhades of night, 

Dropp'd from the ſtars to theſe bleſs'd arms again? 
How exquiſite is pleaſure after pain!!! 
Why throbs my heart ſo turhulently ſtrong, LA 
Pain'd at thy preſence, thro redundant joy, 
Like a poor miſer beggar d by his ſture? 
Erix. Demetrius, joy and ſorrow dwell too near. 
Dem. Talk not af ſorrow, leſt the gods reſent, 
As underpriz d, ſo loud a call to joy. 
1 be, I love, am lov'd, I have her here! 
Rapture in preſent, and in proſpect more! 
| | No rival; no deſtroyer, no defpair 4 - 
For jealouſies, for partings, groans, and death, 
A train of joys the gods alone can name Aa 
When Heav'n deſcends in bleſſings ſo profuſe, 
So ſudden, ſo ſurpaſſing hope's extreme, | 
Like the ſun burſting from the midnight gloom, 
*Tis impious to be niggards in delight; 
Joy becomes duty; Heav'n calls for ſome exceſs, | 
And tranſport flames as incenſe to the ſkies. 
Erix. Tranſport bow dreadful 1! 
Dem. Turns Eriz ene 
” Can ſhe not bear the ſunſhine of our fate? 
Meridian happineſs is pour'd around us; 
"The laughing Loves deſcend in ſwarms upon us, 
And where we tread is an eternal ſpring, 
By Heav'n, I almoſt pity guilty Perſeus 
For ſuch a loſs. - 


4 Erix. That ſtabs me through and onto ! 
( Dem. What ſtabs thee ?—Speak.——Have I then 
: | loſt thy love ! | 
Erix. To my confuſion be it ſpoke—'Tis thine. 
Dem. To thy confuon! Is it then a crime: 


— : 
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You heard how dying Dymas clear'd my fame. 
Frix. I heard, and nn heard, and ran di- 
Dem. Aſtoritfhmient ! + 1 [racted. 
Erix- Ive nothing elſe to give thee.  - | 

(He fteps back in aſtoniſhment, ſhe in agony ; 
. and both are ſilent for ſome time. 

He is ſtruck dumb—Nor can I fpeak—Yet muſt I. 

I tremble on the brink; yet muſt plunge in 

Know, my Demetrius, joys are for the gods; 

Man's common courſe of nature is diſtreſs : a 

His joys are prodigies; and, like them too. 

Portend approaching ill. The wiſe man ſtarts, 

And trembles at the perils of a bliſs. 

To hope, how bold! how daring to be fond, 

When what our fondneſs graſps is not immortal! 

will preſume on thy known ſteddy virtue, 

And treat thee like a man; I will, Demetrius ! 

Nor longer in my boſom bide a brand 10 

That burns unſeen, and drinks my vital blood. 

Dem. What myſtery? [ Here a ſecond pau ſe in beth 
Erix. The blackeſt. | 
Dem. How every terror doubles in the dark ! 

Why muffled up in filence ſtands my fate? 

This horrid ſpectre let me ſee at once, | 

And ſhew if I'm a man. | Fa 
- Erix. It calls for more, 

Dem. It calls for me then; love has wide me more. 
Erix. O fortify thy ſoul. with more than love ; 

To bear, what heard, thou'lt curſe the tongue that 
Dem. Curſe whom? curſe thee? '  ſtells thee. 
Erix. Yes, from thy inmoſt ſoul. © a 

Why doſt thou lift thine eyes and hands to heav'n ? 

The pow'rs, moſt conſcious of this deed, refide-  * 

In darkneſs, howl below in raging fires, / 

Where pangs like mine corrode them.,—Thence ariſe 

Black gods of execration and deſpair ! 8 

Thro' dreadful earthquakes cleave your upward way, 

While Nature ſhakes, and vapours blot the fun; 
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Then thro' theſe rr eee * 
That lam Mam: 
Lem. What rn have it, tho? it bale: 30 
Erix, Thus then in thunder I am Perſeus' wife. 
. [Deaetrins falls againſt the ſcene. Aſter a pauſe, 
Dem. In thunder o; that had not ruck fo 
deep, | 
What tempeſt br difcbarg'd bo Bere a fire 2. 
Calm and delb'rate anguiſh feeds upon me. 
Each thought ſent out for help brings in new wo. 
Where on Stare} commence Lo to whom but thee? 
; — 
Tes Jore! whom mortals will not know | 
From bleſſings, but compel to be ſcvere, 
feel thy vengeance, and adore thy power; | 
I ſee my failings, and abſolve thy rage. N 
But ob! Imuſt perteive/the load that's on me 
I can't but tremble underneath the ſtrokce. 
Aid me to bear But ſince it can't be borne, 1 
Oh! let thy mercy burſt in flames upon me 
Thy triple bolt is healing balm to this; 
This pain unfelt, unfancy'd, by the wretch, 
The groaning wretch, that on the wheel 0. 
Erix. Why did I tell thee ? 
Dem. Why commit a deed t 
Too ſhocking to be told? What fumes of bell 
_ Flew to thy brain? What fiend the crime inſpir'd? 
Erix, Perſeus, la night, as ſoon as thou waſt cd, 
At that dead bour when good men are at reſt, 
W hen every crime and horror is abroad, ſcream, 
Graves yawn, fiends yell, wolves howl, and ravens 
Than tayens,' wolves, or fiends, more fatal far, 
To me he came, and threw him at my feet, 
And wept, and ſwore, unleſs I gave confent 
To call a prieſt that moment, all was ruin'd: 
That, the next day, Demetrius and his pow'rs 
Might conquer, he loſe me, and I my crown, 
Confer'd by Philip but on Perſcus' wife. 


* 
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I ſtarted, trembled, fainted ; he invades | 
My half-recover'd ſtrength, brib'd prieftsconſpire, | 
All urge my vow, all ſeize my ravifh'd hand, g 
Invoke the gods, run o'er the baſty rite, * 
While each ill omen of the ſky flew o'er us, 

And furies howl'd our nuptial mie below. 

Can'ſt thou forgive? | 

Den. By all the flames of love, 165-02 £713 3 464] 

And torments of deſpair, I never can. 

The furies toſs their torches from thy hand, 

And all their adders hiſs Un head: 

I'll ſee thy face no more! fats” * (Going: 
Eris. Thy rage is juſt. 

Yet ſtay and hear me. (She kneel; * bolds _ 
Dem, IT ve heard too much. | 1 | 
Exix. Tin aden den beard the whole, ©: do not 

.. curſe me! - * nn 11 
Hen. Where can 1 duda chte — 

Erix. Mercy! 14 ceping. 

Dem. e like drops en Ts 
With torment burn their paſſage to my heart! 
And yet ſuch violation of her vowg=—— i 

Erix. Mercy 1} + vr $5959 

Dem. Perfeug— — . t ramping. 

Eris. Se Gl the centre-Giakes; -- 

So black a dzmon ſhalt thou never raiſe. od if 

Perſeus ! Can't thou abhor him more than 12 970 

Hell bas its furies, Perſeus has his love, . 

And, oh! Demetrius his eternal hate. 

Dem. Eternal! Ves, eternal and eternal! 

As deep and everlaſting as my pain. [peace ! 
Erix. Some god deſeend, and ſoothe his ſoul to 
Dem. Talk'ſt thou of peace? what peace haſt thou 

A brain diſtracted and a broken heart !  {beſtow'd ? 

Talk'ſt thou of peace? Hark, hark, thy huſband _ 

His father's rebel ! brother's murderer !_ | 

Nature's abhorrence, and—thy lawful lord! 

Fly, my kind patroneſs, and in his boſom 
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Conſult my peace. Deen let 9 T's 
Erixc 1 neverdhall be there, RD 1 
My lord my Hife! 114 171 itn ar n 144114 1 


Dem. How ſay'ft'? fo Prefinciiirefaug: arr nt 
. Fly, fly? | away; away! tis death! tis inceſt! 
Starting wide ard locking round him. '4 he 

| I going, ſbe lays hold of hit robe. | 

Dar'ſt thou to touch Demetrius? Darn thou tonch 

Ex'n with thine ee? 200 

Eris, | dat und more, ode | 

And fix him here; no doubt, to thy ſurpriſe. 

Vm blemiſh'd, not abandon'd z honour fill 

Is ſacred in my fight. Thou call'ſt it ineeſt; 

Tis innocence, tis virtue, if there's virivs 

In fix'd inviolable ſtrength of love, * 

For know, the moment the dark deed wh FEE! 

The moment madneſs made me Perſeus' wife, 

| n Arn friend, and lodg'd him in my boſvin,\ 

1 \ [Sheaving a dagger. 

Firmly reſolv'd I never would be more. 

And now Lfling me at thy feet, imploring 

Thy ſteadier hand to guide him to my heart. 

Who wed in vengeance, wed not but to die. 

Den. Has Perſeus then an hymeneal claim? 

And no divorce but death —and death from me, 

Who ſhould defend thee from the world in arms? 

O thou ſlill excellent I ſti moſt belov'd4!- IA 
Erix. Life is the foe that parts us; Death, a friend, 

All knots diſſolving, joins us, and for ever. 

Why ſo diſorder d? Wherefore ſhakes thy frame! 

Look on me; do Itremble? am I pale? . 

When [let lobte a figh, l' pardon thine. 

Take my example, and be bravely wretched; 

True grandeur riſes from ſurmounted ills; 

The wretched only can be truly great. 

If not in kindneſs, yet in vengeance ftrike ; 

'Tis not Erixene, tis Perſcus' wife. 

Thou'lt not refign me? 
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Dem. Not to I qt... gf 16d 
Erix. Then ſtrike, Dh 5.39977. A 21 0 
Dem. How can i ſtrike? N 
0 W eee eee eee 
Stab at the face of Heav'n ! ; 
How can I ſtrike Vet bow can I forbear? 
1 feel a thouſand deaths, debating-one. Kd 
A deity ſtands guard on ev'ry n q | 459-364 #4 


And firikes at me. MSW 
Erix. As will thy brother ſoon + no 2 4 
He's now in arms, and may be me have: 2 
Nothing ſo cruel as too ſoft a foul ; 1 


This is ſtrange tenderneſs, that * my knee 3 
Strange tenderneſs that dooms to double deatb— 
To Perſcus. 

Dem. True But how to ſhun that horror? . 
By wounding thee, whom ſavage pards would fpare ? 
My heart's inhabitant ! my ſoul's ambition g 
By wounding thee, and: bathing in thy blood; 

That blood illuſtrious, thro? a radiant race 
Of kings and heroes, rolling down from gods! | 

Erix. Heroes and kings, and gods themſelves, muſt 
To dire neceſſity. [yield 

Dem. Since that'abſolves rwe 
Stand firm and fair. 

Erix. My boſom meets the point, 

Than Perſeus far more welcome to my breaſt. 

Dem. Neceſſity, for gods themſelves too ſtrong, . 
Is weaker than thy charms, [Drops the dagger. 

Eris. O my Demetrius! . 

Turm, and goes toafarther part of the Mage. 
Dem. O my Erixene ! 


[Bath lent, Weep, and en 
Erix. Farewell. = (Going. 
Dem. Where goeſt! {[Pafſionately feizing ber. 
Erix, To ſeek a friend. Ne 
Dem. He's here. 
Erix. Yes, Perfeus' friend 
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Earth, open and receive me! 51 Wa 
Dem. Heav'n ſtrike us dead.. A 
And ſave me from a double ſuicide, ITT 
And one of tenfold death.—O:Jove! O Jore! 
Falling on his knees 
But I'm diſtraQted. riot up. 
What can Jove?—Why * | 
What can I pray for? 6 | bt: 35 6s 4 
Erix. For a heart. ate 2% eee 
Dem. Yes, one x 
That cannot feel. Muse bleeds at every vein. 1 9 5 
Who never lov'd, ne' er ſuffer d; he feels „ 
Who nothing feels but for himſelf alonemam 
And when we feel for others, Reaſon reels, _ 
O'erloaded, from her path, and man runs mad. 
As love alone can exquiſitely bleſs, ' * 
Love only feels the marvellous of pain, 
Opens new veins of torture in the ſoul, 
And wakes the nerve where agonies are born : 
Ev'n Dymas, Perſeus, {hearts of adamant) 
Might weep theſe torments of their mortal fog. 
Erix. Shall I be leſs compaſſionate than they? 
[Takes up the dagger. 
What love deny'd, thine agonies have done; | 
 [Stabs herſelf. 
Demetrius ſigh outſtings the darts of death. 


Enter the Kine, &c. 


King. Give my Demetrius to myarms; I call him 
To life from death, to tran{port from deſpair. 
Dien. See Perſeus' wife! [Pointing at Erixene] Let 
Delia tell the reſt. 
King. My grief. accuſtom'd heart can gueſs too well. 
Dem. That ſigh turns all to guilt, but tears and 
death. | 
King. Death! Who ſhall quell falſe Perſeus now 
Who pour my tempeſt on the Capitol? lin arms? 
How ſhall I ſweeten life to thy fad ſpirit 
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Tl quit my throne this hour, and thou ſhalt reign. 

Dem. You recommend that death you would diſ- 
Ennobled thus by fame and empire loſt, [ ſuade; 
As well as life !-—-Small ſacrifice to love. b 

[ Going to ftab him ſelſ, the King runs to prevent 
it ; but too late. 

King. Ah, hold | nor ſtrike thy dagger de my 

heart 

Dem. Tis my firſt diſobedience, and my laſt, 

[ Falls down. 

Ki ing. There Philip fell ! there Macedon expir'd ! 
I ſee the Roman eagle hov'ring o'er us, 

And the ſhaft broke ſhould bring her to the ground. 
[Pointing at Dem. 

Dem. lows good Antigonus ! my laſt requeft.. 
Tell Perſeus, if he'll ſheath his impious word 
Drawn on his father, I'll Urgive him all, 

Though poor Erixene lyes bleeding by. 

Her blood cries, Vengeance;—but my father's, Peace. 

[Dies 0 
King. As much his goodneſs wounds me, as his 
death! 

What then are both ?——O Philip, once renown'd ! 1 

Where is the pride of Greece, the dread of Rome, 

The theme of Athens, the wide world's example, 

And the god Alexander's rival now? 

Ev'n at the foot of Fortune's precipice, 

Where the ſlave's figh wafts pity to the Prince, 

And his omnipotence cries out for more. 

Ant. As the ſwoln column of aſcending ſmoke, 
So ſolid ſwells thy grandeur, pigmy Man ! 

King. My life's deep tragedy was plann'd with art, 
From ſcene to ſcene advancing in diſtreſs,. | 
Thro' a ſad ſeries to this dire reſult ; 

As if the Thracian Queen conducted all, 

And wrote the moral in her children's blood;. 

(Which ſeas might labour to waſh out in vain. 
Vor. II. 8 
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Hear it, yenations! diſtant ages, hear! | 
And learn the dread decrees of Jove to fear: 1 
: "His dread decrees the ſtricteſt balance keep; : 

The father groans who made a mother weep: 

But if no terror for yourſelves can move, 

Tremple, ye parents, for the child you love; 
Lor your Demetrius: mine is doom'd to bleeds. 
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AN HISTORICAL 
EP I IL OG U R 
"By the ATTHOR.. | 


AN Epilogue, thro' cuſtom, is your right"; 
But neer, perhaps, was needful This night; 
To-night the virtuous falls, the guilty flies; 
Guilt 5. dreadful cloſe our narrow ſcene denies. 
In hiſtory's-authentic record read 
IW hat ample vengeance gluts Demetrius hade: 
Kengeance fo great, that, when his tale ts told, 
With pity ſome vn Perſeus may behold. 
Perſeus ſurviv'd, indeed, and fill d the throne ;. 
But ceaſeleſi cares in 3 made him groan *- 
Nor reign'd he long ; from Rome, ſwift thunder flew, 
And headlong from his throne the tyrant threw: 
Thrown headlong down, hy Rome in triumph led, 
For this night's deed his perjur'd boſom bled. 
His brother's ghoſt each moment made him ſtart, 
And all his father's anguiſh rent his heart. 
When, rob'd in black, his children round him hung, 2 
And their rais'd arms in early ſorrow wrung ; 
The younger-ſmil'd; unconſeicus of their-wwo, x, 
Al which thy tears, © Rome! began to flew ; 
So fad the ſcene : What then mul Perſeus feel, 
To fee Fove's race attend the vidtor's wheel; 
To ſee the ſlaves of his worſt foes increaſe, 
From ſuch a fource -an emperor's embrace? 
He ficken'd ſoon to death; and, what is worſe, 
He well deſerv'd, and felt, the coward" s curſe : 
Unpity'd, ſcorn'd, inſulted bit laſt hour, - 
Far, far from home, and in a vaſſal's pow'r. 
His pale cheek reſted on his ſhameful chain, 
No friend to mourn, no flatterer to feign. 
No ſuit retards, no comfort ſoothes, his doom, 
And not one tear bedews a monareh's tomb.. 
Nor ends it tbu— Dire vengeance to complete, 
His ancient empire falling, ſhares his fate. 
His throne forgot! hit weeping country chain d! 
And nations.aſk—where Alexander reign'd. 
8 2 | | 


